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TO JUA 



This is your CALLING ALL GIRLS, so 
let us know what you like or dinlikp and 
what ynu would like Ui see in future issue*. 
We'll print as many of your letters as 
there's space for. Address From You to Vs 
Editor, CALLING ALL GIRLS, 260 Fourth 
Ave„ New York 10, New York. 



LET'S FACE IT 

In one of the recent copies .of Calling All 
Girl* 1 nolired a question from one of your 
readers that struck home. This young lady 
stated that her parents are foreign-horn and 
do not sneak the American language well. 
.She wanted to know if she should invile her 
friends In her home. 

We have a young neighbor who has the 
same problem and I'm sorry to say that slip 
has the same underlying trouble, She is 
somewhat ashamed of her parent* because 
ibey do not measure up to her idealistic 
standards. This girl's parents are very 
Capable and intelligent people, kindly and 
extremely hospitable. We like them and 
while we sometimes laugh at their way of 
■aybtg things, it is done kin. Hi and wc hold 
them no less American than we who ean 
count many generations back In our foreign 

I am a little disappointed in this girl far 
thi-. Sl>" bus an luiiiMi.illi high -clmliistif 
"landing and shows great intelligence. Bui 
she rates low here. People will hold her in 
the same respect she hold- herself :irnl ln>i 
feeling about this matter, in a 'round-about 
way, influences the thoughts of all her asso- 
ciates. She should be proud to have as 
parents two loving people who are sober and 
inrlusii'iotci and who web-mm n Icilr-ln-.u inl U 
any and nil of her friends. My advice to her 
is do invite your friends and while they arc 
there do not act {much less he) ashamed of 
that small trouble, their language. Translate 
if need be and hold your head high and be 
kindly and understanding. Seeing you in 
this connection will establish you firmly in 
the hearts ol the best — the others you aren'l 
interested in. 

A mother and an admiring neighbor 
of the other mother. 



TO DO OR NOT TO DO 

In your "Let's Talk II Over" column, 
maybe Ann Yourmnn knows a different type 
of boy than we have in our town .10 that the 
thinks narking in all right but here, when 
the boys waul lo park, it always means neck- 
ing sessions. I don't approve of parking my- 
self and neither ■I'm-- my mother, bill trying 
to find excuse* for not doing so does make 
it embarrassing sometimes. It's bard to get 
out of parkini; without seeming like a prude. 
It's pretty upsetting to your social life too. 
What I'd like to know is how not to park 
and still keep your friends. After all. no 
one likes In lie date-less just because she 
doesn't |ikr tn neck. 1 wish yon could help 
me with this because I know a lot of girls 
who feel the same way but dnn't know how 
In deal with it 

S. Z.. Son Jose. Calif. 

To. S. Z. and many others who have writ- 
ten us pro and eon on the subject of park- 
ing — ff'e lire planning an article by F.li^s- 
l/elh IToodward, a well-known teen-age 
authority, on these "wolves on wheels" in 
our February issue. 

ENGLISH ACCENT 

I was delighted to see the article, "Love 
That English Accent." Ii whs very good and 

nf gelling people of ^he two . oomries to 
Understand each other. Here at school 
-(Cheltenham Ladies', College— don't lei (be 
Ladies mislead you. il is only from the time 
it was founded and I hen girls were ladies \ 
we all love C A. C. 

t). S„ Cheltenham, Clniflesler, England 

As an English teen-ager I was very inter- 
ested in your article ''Love That English 
Accent" which gave quite an accurate de- 
scription of us. except for one thing — 1 have 
never heard anyone in England say that 
something was "colossally marvelous." 

.S. T., Nottingham, England 

Your article on "That English Aqeent" 
made me awfully bucked and really it was 
quite a fair picture, thnugh you did make us 
seem a bit dull and you forgot the Football! 
We do have a lot of fun though it isn't quite 
as heclk a' jitlerbugging. 

P. P., Cardiff. England 



Dear Editor; 

My daughter Marilyn, who disappeared 
last January, was an avid reader of Call- 
ing All Girls. Would yon kindly insert 
this message to her in your letter column 
as I know that, wherever she is. she is 
still raiding your mngnxiuc ami will see it. 

Dear Marilyn, 

We are very lonesome for you 
and love you very much. Please 
let us hear from you. 

Mom, Dad. and Sidney 

Thanking you kindl) for your coopera- 

Sincerely yours. 

Mn. C. R. G. 




' Your FIRST Cake of CAMAY! 



Here's another wonderful "first"! Your first 
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All that Barry had- to beat out his rival toas an asthmatic old 
jalopy. Then — at the crucial moment—he didn't even have that 



THE NIGHT, 
THE GIRL, 
AND THE JALOPY 

by MARYLAND NEWCOMB 

T>arry Whitney's mother was in the kitchen getting dinner the night he 
brought his "dreamboat" home. As it roared, sputtered, and thumped 
Up the long driveway, Barry, at the helm, had a dim, futile hope that she might 
not hear him. He knew that she would not be pleased, even though he had told 
her about the car. Even though she had known full well thai Barry's wealth had 
for the first time in all his sixteen years stretched beyond one figure and built up 
to ten dollars, and with that fabulous sum he had bought the Buick, vintage 1924. 

Hurtling to a stop in front of the garage, Barry saw that his small hope had 
indeed been vain. His mother had heard and was picking her way across the 
backyard by the beam from a flashlight. 

"This is it!" Barry howled at her across the hood, which came almost to his 
shoulders. Dismally he waited for her verdict and, for a moment, tried to 
unwrap the car from his streamlined dream and see it through his mother's eyes. 
As she explored it with a point of light, Barry saw four mammoth wheels, a 
hood and a platform of bare boards where the body should have been. That's 
all there was, except the steering wheel, and as Barry rubbed the part of him that 
should have sat in the driver's seat, if there had been a driver's seat, it occurred' 
to him that he had become somewhat calloused by those same bare boards. 

But almost immediately, with the versatility of youthful optimism, Barry 
clothed the car in his fancy with a radio, heater, and a sleek red body that 
closely resembled that of a Lincoln Zephyr. 

"Turn it off, Barry," his mother screamed across the shuddering motor. "It's 
going to blow up!" 

"That's just the head," Barry yelled back. "It's cracked. But it's all right." He 
reached into the darkness beneath the steering wheel and the motor coughed itself 
to death. In the silence that followed, Barry said, "How do you like her, Mom?" 

"Mmmm," Mrs. Whitney said noncommittally, and (Continued on page. 56) 




ILLUSTRATION BY RANDALL 



YOUTH 
SPEAKS OUT 
ON 



Editor** Note: Against the, background of an atomic age that demands 
unity and cooperation for survival, ten young people came together 
several weeks ago to discuss what could be done in the home, the 
community, and the nation to wipe out prejudice. This inter-racial and 
inter-religious youth panel tvas organized by the Girl Scouts of America 
to meet during the 29th National Convention. Its members ranged in 
age from 15 to 22, represented such groups as the Boy Scouts and Girl 
Scouts, Camp Fire Girls, 4-H Clubs, Jetvish Centers Association, Junior 
Red Cross, United Christian Youth Movement, and the Ys. The mod- 
erator was Kathleen Harnett of the Board of Education, Long Beach, 
California. Consensus of the panel; The schools are doing the best job 
of preparing young people for one world. Unfortunately, the homes 
are not keeping pace— many parents teach prejudice to their children. 
Here is what panel members said on specific points of discussion. 



PREJUDICE 



EDISON UNO 



LOtS HOfFMAN 



The Role of the School 



The Role of the Church 



I don't think we have any prejudice in ray school. We have Japanese, Mexi- 
cans, and Negroes. We like each other. A Filipino boy was just elected Yell 
King over a hunch of white candidates. Lois Hoffman 

In my school there's been some prejudice among the girls. Some colored 
girls went out for the team and passed all the tests but were told they didn't 
qualify anyway. That's not true of the boys. Wesley Owens 

Scholarships and athletic positions are open to any race. If you have the 
incentive to work and you are good enough, you can do it. But if you are 
the timid kind and think that just because you are Jewish or Negro you have 
two strikes against you, you may as well quit now. That's not the right 
attitude. In a democracy you have to fight, and I think that even a minority ' 
group can get somewhere if it has that incentive. Edison Uno 

I think it's important to discourage sororities. We don't allow them in Cali- 
fornia, but girls from the East tell me about them and it sounds as though 
they encourage discrimination. ' Elaine Davis 

In the churches just as in ihe family we can learn to work with other people 
and not have particular prejudices impressed on us when we do get out 
with other people. Dick Taylor 

It seems to me and to most people I have discussed it with that the reason 
for prejudice is that people just don't understand one another; they go 
around saying they don't like this particular religion and then when you 
ask them what that religion stands for, they haven't the slightest idea. I 
think the best thing to do is to get people to become — well, not tolerant — 
tolerant means that you just stand someone, but to make them feel towards 
other people as human beings. The churches could do a great part in thai 
by not teaching just their own religion. Barbara Green 



The Role of the Home What you see and what you think you see are the two most important things 
to you and you have to stick by them— even if your parents don't always 
agree. You don't have to quarrel with your parents but you don't necessarily 
have to give up your belief either. Helen Reed 

Parents as well as schools sometimes teach prejudices and it's hard for a 
child to stand up to parents. A child shouldn't be rude but should say, 
"Sorry, I disagree." Joan Lee Pomeroy 

The home is the basic thing in a democracy because from the home you go 
into the larger society of the church and the nation. If we can incorporate the 
idea of democracy in the home with the idea of one world, I think we can 
have a pretty good world. Kathleen Badger 
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JOAN LEE POMEROY 



WESLEY OWENS 



The Role of the Community If I worked in a business that wouldn't employ Negroes, I'd try to get out 
of it, or I'd stay and show I'd be glad to have it changed. Groups like ours 
(YWCA) could find out about firms that won't hire people for reasons of 
race or creed. Helen Reed 

You don't convince the boss by quitting. Unless a lot of people start out with 
the idea that everyone's equal, it won't work. Pierre Pellissier 

In our own state of California, a disabled veteran with one leg amputated 
tried to buy a lot and build a home for his wife and two children. The real 
estate company said Sorry we can't give it to you. You have the money but 
we can't give it to you. The veteran asked why. He was told there has been 
a restriction for the last twenty years that didn't allow htm there. It seems 
that after all the things we went through we are going back to all the things 
that Hitler tried to do. Edison Una 

The Role of the Nation The United States probably has one of the worst racial situations in the 
world and one of the most publicized. As far as promoting relationships with 
the world as a nation, America in the last twenty years has not done what 
she had said she would, people on the other side feel. I feel perhaps it is 
largely a matter of communication. They have no way of knowing anything 
else. Dick Taylor 

We talk about what we're going to do, we talk about what we should have 
done, we talk about what would be good to do. But we don't do it! We've 
got to ! Barbara Green 

Our constitution grants freedom and equality. But you will still find prejudice 
in the South and different parts of the country. As a good example, take the 
potential 49th state, Hawaii. It is a vast melting pot, with a racial harmony 
that does not exist anywhere in the United States. If we could accomplish that, 
our democracy would really have something to brag about. Edison U no 



SEVEN DAYS 
TO BEAUTY 



Jf you're starting the year with a 
stack of resolutions, we nominate our 

"Seven Days To Beauty" plan as the \> 
derfnl beginning to a new year and a New 

You. This beauty calendar prepared f 
clUBively for Calling All Girls by Ann 

Dclafield of the DuBarry Success Course 
is so charted thai in seven 
short days you can be on the way to a smooth- 
er figure, a lovelier complexion and a 
healthier you, Cut. out this schedule, and 

paste it on your mirror. You'll soon I 
you've included this beauty program in 
your daily grooming. 



MONDAY 



its: huM. waistline, upper and lower 
. thigh. - -air and ankle, for an 
ord of your 
result*.. Perfect measurement* 
should he: waistline about 
len inrhrs less than buat and hips. 
List your food consumption" [or 
the pasl Iwo days and 

compare il with the Beautv- !t»i Iding - SX^ 

Foods on Page 12. Rale youi 

choice of diet accordingly. Scrutinize your 

"kin. without make-up. in strung daylight. 

If it's loo dry. oily nr online lili-miches. il needs 



scalp and I 



Today the liemitv spotli|(bl rests on skin care. And 

what is more essenlinl lo beauty than a Haw- 

IfH mnpl«xlan? Skin read, quickly to inside and 



ij>s and blemishes, signify more 
I and lake longer to 

I Pan' 12 for your daily skin care program, 
en all your beauty building foods 
lie your exercise*? General skin care rules: 
lo lied with a dirty 
lace, lie , U rr you have a bowel meiement daily. 
Drink plenty of water and fruit juices. 
' Refer lo May Good I-onks for detailed skin rare article. 
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FRIDAY 



Do you take time out before bed each ni^ht 
lo give your scalp its daily dozen? Before ; 



I fr.l 



Then take your stiffesi hairbrush and lie on your 

bed, head dangling over the side. This head 

down position stimulales circulation, loosens scaly surfaces a 

encourages fresh reserves of blood to nourish your thousands 

of hair follicles. Working round your bend 

in sections, take strands of hair and brush with 

a deep, slow, rircular movement up and 

□ul from the scalp. Does your scalp feci warm and lingl 

Good. Now cleanse your brush wilti 

a lissue and assemble your bobby pins, hairpins, 

clips, curlers, for putting your hair up. General 

tips: shampoo and set your hair 

weekly, keep combs and brushes sparkling clean, 

and brush scalp and hair daily. 



designed ' 
a perfect-plus 



builders. Prect 

well-ventilated room, in comfy clr 
about fifteen minutes a day. Start i 
below and add a new one on Pag 
day. In a few days, you'll be e; 
record and loving it! Here's loda 
arms and legs straight in front of 
your hips, tummy in, chest up. 
Roll back on your right should, 
legs in the air. (Be sure lo roll 
part nf hip between back boi 
back to position and repeat" to li 

TUESDAY 



nd T 
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SATURDAY 



Soft, smooth hands, lacquered or not, depending 
on your taste, can be your best asset. 
Here's a deluxe, manicure routine: 
take off chipped polish with remover. Shape your nails 
to a becoming oval with an emery board (no points, 
please). Cuticles should be pushed back gently 
with a cotton covered orange-wood stick saturated in 
cuticle remover. Scrub your hands and nails with a brush, 
dry and apply a protective film of hand cream or lotion. 

Use a base coat before polish application 
to prevent chipping. Then on to 
pob'sb— a light first coat and a heavier second 
coat. Clean up excess before you apply 
clear top coat. Follow similar routine for pedicure, 
placing cotton between toes to prevent smearing. 




WEDNESDAY 



No matter how much you "gild the lily" with 
make-up and pretty clothes, beauty begins from within 
with healthy, sensible fond. The right food 
gives your hair that lustrous sheen, 
keeps complexions satin-smooth and helps build 
strong teeth and leg*. For a list of 
foods your daily diet should include, see Page 12. Sugges- 
tions lo overweights: Avoid goooy desserts, 
sarnies, sauces. Iim fatly ni starchy foods. 
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ndaps. ; 

his- tec (will's sle 



nightly. 



Sunday at last! And you should be well on the way 
to a New You! Check through your entire schedule today. 
Compare your weight and measurements with 
Monday's. Many of you may not have been able to 
reach perfection in a short week but 
you should have a well established routine lo follow for 
the future. After you've finished with the tape 
measure, run through your skin eare 
routine and exercises and then 
on to a luxurious bath. A few min- 
utes of relaxation and scrubbing and 
you're ready to step into a 
cool, exhilarating shower. Dry your 
body thoroughly with a husky 
tutkish lowel, ii | > I ■ ly a fluff 
of bath powder, your deodorant 
and slip into your fresh 
undies. See Page 12 for Make-up 
Routine. Today should find 
your posture and skin greatly 



SUNDAY 



improved, your hair brilliantly 
polished and your hands soft, 
smooth and nicely manicured. Your 
make-up should be typically- 
New Look — fragile, soft and 
feminine. Spend the day having fun 
confident that you look as 
wonderful as you feel— the perfect 
example of the New You. MORE *■ 




• Daily Foods for Health and Beauty; Two yellow vegetables: two 
green vegetables: one egg; one ponton of meat, ii-li or fowl; one potato 
(cooked in -kin and ealen) ; [wo 8-oz. gl asses of milk; one 8-oz. glass of 
fruit juice; two pieces of raw fruit; Iwo pieces of 100% whole wheal 
liread; three, pats of bulter or margarine: one raw vegetable salad bowl. 

• Daily Skin Care Program; Scrub your face several times a day with 
a mild soap, clean washcloth or complexion brush until it is fresh and 
glowing. For blemishes or blackheads use a special cleansing preparation 
mixed with water to form a paste. Apply it all over your face, concentrating 
on the middle panel of nose, chin and forehead. Allow the cleanser to dry 
and then scrub il off with a washcloth. (Sensitive, thin skins should use 
this treatment two or three times weekly.) To dry up any blemishes, put 
your face to bed under a soothing cover of calomine lotion. • Make-up 
Routine: Use a make-up base of cream, cake or lotion tn protect your skin 
from wintry winds and give you a fresh dewy look for hours. Smooth it 
over your face and neck and blend with the fingertips. If you tack that rosy 
glow, add a bit of cream rouge to your checks. Smile as you apply it, 
blending it up and out. Press on powder with a clean piece of cotton or 
fresh puff.- Brush off the excess with fresh cotton. Now learn to apply 
your lipstick with a brush. Draw your natural outline with the tip of the 
brush, using your chin as a rest for your last two fingers. Kill in with the 
brush or your lipstick. Better not try to improve on nnturc and get a smeared 
look by building up your mouth. Blot your lipstick to set it properly. 




DANNHEiSE" 



1 Rocking Chair Illustration: See Tuesday. 

2 Balance a Book for Beauty: Find a fairly heavy book and a smooth 
wall surface. Flatten your spine against it. Hold book in right hand, place 
heels against the wall, four inches apart. Bend your knees, turning them out. 
Pull the end of the ipine away from the wall as you dig your waistb'ne into 
it. Slowly, slowly, slide up the wall until your legs are almost straight. 
Lift your chest up; push chin ^n, move your head two inches away from 
the wall and place the book on foot head. Feel the pull? Repent 10 times, 

3 Dry Swimming— firms and develops bosom: Lie on your hack on n 
piano bench or two chairs, feet flat on floor, hands at your sides. Raise 
arms up, slowly, to simulate overhand backstroke. Arms come up, over head, 
back and down. Repeat complete movement 10 times. 

4 Sea-going Roll — slims iwtixtliin; thighs and buttocks; Sil on the floor, 
legs straight and together. Roll on the floor to the right, balancing weight 
with right arm, befit elbow. Roll to the left. Alternate 25 times. 

li The Baliiwtu- Stn-ick firms tummy, bosom and waistline: Sit cross- 
legged on floor with hacklione llul against edge of open door. Press buttocks 
tightly to door. Dig your waistline against the door surface, pulling tummy 
in. Lift your chest keeping walstliM digging against door. Push chin in. 
Raise arms straight above your head. Push arms, thumbs pointing upward, 
back as far as possible. Slide arms to the side, repeating pushing movement 
four times. Change position four times. Repeat exercise 10 times in all. 




WIHIAM WARD 
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Make like a butterfly and break out of your winter 
cocoon right now with a springlike pastel 
suit. You'll wear it under your dark winter coat 
now; you'll lead the Easter parade in it 
later. You'll be first in your crowd to try your wings jor spring! 

This page, top — Pencil stripe pastel wool crepe for 
a Whirlaway suit with notched 
lapels on which to wear your heraldic stickpins 
by Benediltt. A Young City Original in pink with gray stripes 
or gold with gray stripes, under S35 at 
Brown Thomson, Hartford, and The Emporium, 
St. Paul. Cloche by Madcaps. 
Center — Another new suit silhouette — short boxy 
jacket, pencil slim skirl. In pastel wool 
covert by Barbara, under $35 at Denver Dry Goods, 
Denver, and The Hecht Co., Washington. 
Clip a boutonniere by Flower Modes to your Peter Pan 
collar. Crocheted cloche by Madcaps. 
Below — As practical as they are pastel-pretty — flared jacket and 
flared skirt of Kobinoor, a washable, sanforized 
Avisco rayon fabric by Lesem 
Bach. Skirt about $8, jacket about SIS. 
By Touraine. At May Company. Los Angeles; Burdine's. 

Miami: and Joske's, San Antonio. 



BLOSSOM OUT 
IN A 
PASTEL SUIT 

Opposite page— The Whirlaway suit — destined to be the 
big spring fashion. In aqua or dusty 
rose worsted crepe with waist-whittling, hip-rounding 
jacket and longer ballerina skirt. Back or front, it's the 
prettiest suit of the season! By Brae- Teen. 

in sizes 10 to 16, about 335 
at Filene's, Boston; The Dayton Co., Minneapolis; 

Franklin Simon's, New York; 
Kaufman's, Pittsburgh; and Slix, Baer & Fuller, 
St. Louis. With it, your made-to-match felt hat 
by Belmar with upturned brim faced in black velvet 
to tie-up with your black shoes Bnd darker nylons. 
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Pastel suits at many other stores on 
page 67, or write for where-to-buy information. 




PHOTOGRAPH BY ZOCBAUM 



Hold 



that line! 



by MARTHA ROSS 



Rate an Oscar from your audience with smooth dialogue. 
"Murder!" "You ain't kiddin!" and a lot of ya-ta-la ya-ta-la 
makes your sound track as corny as a B movie's 



A lot of people would make excellent still lifes. You 
know — they're fine to look at. They have good 
taste in color and a neat design. Or these people might 
even make excellent silent movies; they may have grace, 
too. But that's as far as they go. When the sound is 
dubbed in, the picture is ruined. 

The sound effect— that is, the way a person speaks — 
is just a habit, and like any other habit, it can be good 
or bad. The main difficulty is that when the speaking 
habits are good, they are not noticed too much in them- 
selves. You are just aware that what a well-spoken per- 
son says is pleasant, and that her words and diction 
complement the picture she makes. But when the habits 
are bad, they really gum up the picture he-cause they 
distract you from all the attractive effects the silent 
version of the person might make. 

For instance, take the case of Susan B. Susan is cute, 
gay, and popular, fn faut, many of her girl Triends 
secretly envy her the rush and succession of dates she 
enjoys. However, they don't know the inside story. The 
boys like lo take Susan out once in a while, but for their 
deeper interests they turn to someone else. They like her 
gay line of chatter for a dance or a party, but they 
recognize it for a line, and look for a girl with a little 
more sincerity in her words for a steady diet. A line 
along the you-preat-big-wonderful-man theme makes a 
fellow feel pretty good for a while and he likes to listen 
to il, just to give his ego a boost. But when he realizes 
it's being tried on him tonight and another guy another 
night — well, a line is standard equipment for catching 
a fish and what boy wants to be an easy mark? 

Susan could solve her dilemma easily enough. She 
could try pulling her vivacity into attentiveness rather 
than talkativeness. She should try to break herself of 



the habit of pat patter. She should wait and follow 
conversational leads that her dates might give her rather 
than rush in and offer the goo. 

Of course, not all dates are generous with leads, but 
a clever girl can draw a date out. Drawing a person out 
is a "line" in its own way, but one in much better taste 
than a set speech thai is delivered as though it were 
being read from a script. If you're trying to show a 
person that yam like him, you can't do it with rehearsed 
c hatter. He'll feel the lack of spontaneity and sincerity 
and be offended by it, especially when ancTif he com- 
pares notes with other boys who've listened in on the 
seme compliments. Susan would get along fine in the 
conversational world if she'd learn to hold thai line! 

A line is a subtle sort of bad habit. Some bad habits 
are more obvious. Look at Helen V. Helen is also an 
awfully cute kid. She doesn't have a line. She is sincerity 
itself in her speech. In fact she Iries so hard to impress 
people that she means just what she says, that she has 
fallen into some talking trick* that make her friends 
want to gag her. Practically every sentence Helen utters 
begins with "I mean," and not a few of them end with 
"see/" To quote a few seconds of Helen, "I mean, it's 
an awfully good movie and this Geoffrey Scott is the 
lead, see? And he plays a detective, see? I mean, he's 
the one Donald Lund is after, see?" and on ad infinitum, 
see? 

There's really nothing wrong with what Helen says 
except that people would probably know she "meant" 
what she told them and "see" the point quite as well 
without the constant reminders, The habit of constantly 
repeating certain words or phrases can be most irritating. 
"A rose is a rose is a rose is a rose," said Gertrude Stein 
in the course of making a point, {Continued on pagr tig) 
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SERENADE FOR A SENORITA 



Khinri Maria's heart was ityloiv with thoughts <>f 

her dvinii. Rut there was a small fear, too, 
that she'd done the one thing that would ruin it 



bi SANDER ARIZ A 



O tiinn Maria's heart was a hummingbird. Ii sang 
when she sang. !l did not cease singing when she 
had mi songs left, bill continued its melody in her breast 
-more musical with every fresh beauty of the day. And 
what da> could be more important in any life than this 
daj which had at last come to Rhina Maria? it was 
lie between ehildbood and womanhood. Today she 

was a child, tomorrow she would he it woman. 

Rhina Maria, doubtless hecause of the da>. was the 
most beautiful young. woman in Puerta Plata, perhaps 
even in all the Dominican Republic. Her hair was black \ 
and long and plentiful, mantling her shu|>ely brown 
shoulders. Her face was a smooth oval untouched hy 
rouge or lipstick or eyebrow pencil. There were small 
roses in her cheeks which no human fingers had placed 
tjiere. Rhina Maria had Mack eyes, white teeth which 
were seen often in her ready smiles, and the nicest kind 
■ of nose. Her (eel were dancer's feet, light as feathers: 
Rhina Maria herself was straight and true as an arrow. 
She was a young, vibrant liominicana. 

The telephone rang. Her heart sang again. The tele- 
phone had been ringing all da>. Young men of Puerta 
Plata were telephoning for dances at her debut, her 
coming-out party. Kven when her card was full, she 
hoped, she kui-ii , that they would continue calling. They 
wore gentlemen, she was a lady. 

"Hello!" said Rhina Maria, unable to keep out of her 
voice the music that was in her heart. 
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u Maria." said the voice of Rafael Duarlr. 
she would not he Rhina Maria to him 
ig man. She would be Senorita Mendez 
hildhdod forever behind her. 
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'•The dances. Rhina Maria.'' he said. "Have they all 
been taken? Have you saved nothing for an old friend 
of the family?" 

"I am not sure -there are an> left, Rafael," she re- 
plied. "In truth there are not many, anyway." 

"Ma> I have the second waltz? 1 already know that 
Jose Bencosme has the first." 

**1 am sorry, it has been taken." 
, "The first dansa then? The second dmia?" 

"Roth taken. m> friend Rafael. I am desolated." It 
was scarceh true that she was desolated, for to have all 
the dances taken proved her popularity. 

"The first danson then? The second?" 

"The second Hanson. Rafael? Yes; 1 believe thrct me 
is open. You shall have it. Rafael." 

"Thank you. Rhina Maria." said Rafael. "I shall be 
Ihe first tomorrow night to set my name down in your 
program. The second Hanson. Goodbye!" 

"Who was it, Rhina Maria?" called her mother. 
Donna Maria, from the cool shadows of the veranda, 

"Rafael Duarle. Little Mama, to ask me for all the 
dances, until we settled on the second Hanson." 

"You have not given two {Continued on fwge 62 1 




Smile* are a regular thine in Economics I, because prof. '"Wilrl Bill" Kiekhofer. 

lone time on rumpus and u lop favorite with the students, seasons the subject with 
plenty of humor. His lectures usually end with cheer* for the prof. 




Off comes the lipstick, struggle as one may. for it's "W" Day, when 
med with towels, clean up on coeds. Other big Badger events: Homecoming— the' Wintei 
Carnival— and Workday, when "hinc-jeans" turn out to spring-clean the campus. 

% Courlcrafl rales high at Win -opsin, where tennin, riding, and 
favorites. Old King Wintei linds coeds hiking iiith the Hoofers, or prepping for the 
Winter Carnival, a gala week of Ice Follies. Snow Rail, and open-fire fun 
I haven't dallied at The Farm, you don't know what cooks on camnus. It's the 
ular pharmacy jit State and Lake, hangout for soft-drink di 
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C.A.G. VISITS WISCONSIN 
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alumni for the season's big game, 
cleverest idea for getting a ri 
!i Road fill ahoul it in the Daily l.'.;u 
of Madison is sti busy- -she ha> a pun-time job. i 
H lop-nolch academic record -she defends on her campus "daily" ti 
O .Spring, beautiful Spring, rinds many classes meeting i 
though. Takes study to keep up with Wisi 
research, education, and public serviri 



ed to welcome buck Badger 
lo jeer a defiant "Nyah!" to the visitinj 
nt of sueh foes as Northwester n's Wildea 
Ji Like all Wisconsin students, Natalie 
outdoor gal and Hoofer member. 
to her in the know, 
of doors. Not loafing, 
outstanding record 
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EAT A BETTER BREAKFAST by ZOLA VINCENT, Food Editor 



There is a direct relationship between your 
breakfast and your report card. A good break- 
fast that includes milk, fruit or fruit juice, cereal 
and eggs gives you more vim, vigor and personality 
pluses for the morning school hours. 

If your family belongs to the "get up, gulp and 
go" school of breakf asters, there is something YOU 
can do about it . . . something that will aid the 
general health and well-being of the entire family. 

Good Way To Start Your Day* 

There is no excuse whatever for breakfast monot- 
ony; for having "the same old breakfast." Break- 
fast is the one meal where all members of the family 
can indulge their fancy with the greatest of ease. 

Surely by now everyone, everywhere, is aware of 
the importance of vitamins and knows that vitamins 
show up in greatest numbers in citrus fruits whether 
fresh, canned or juiced; in (Continued on page 66) 



RISE AND 



SHINE 



by JACKIE MORRELL 




' ou know that gal who 
bounced into eight 
o'clock English this morn- 
ing, alive and almost dis- 
gustingly bright-and- 
cheery? And there you sat 
{of lopped might be a bet- 
word), longing for a 
toothpick to keep your eye- 
lids up, feeling as if life 
practically weren't worth living. 

What made the difference? Well, maybe those articles 
about everybody having a different peak-time in the day 
are true. But chances are the answer is really simpler 
than that. 

Think back to the birdie-hour this morning. You went 
to bed on time last night, and you heard the alarm. But 
you didn't pry yourself from under that woolly blanket 
till your mother pulled you out by the ears. "Yipe!" you 
probably yiped. "I gotta gallop!" 

You tossed on a sweater and skirt, still so sleepy-eyed 
you wound up with purple box and a tomato -red sweater. 
Then you grabbed your stuff, getting a history notebook 
instead of your English theme, and out the door you 
cantered. Remember your mother calling after you some- 
thing about breakfast? Or have you grown deaf to that 
routine? 

So what happened? You felt dull and crumby. You 
didn't have your theme, and all of a sudden you were 
painfully conscious of the color feud you'd worn. 

And worst of all. you don't remember a blessed thing 
said in class. 

Nice day this started out to be. 

"But," you say, "it's just the way I'm made— this being 
seven-tenths dead till ten o'clock." 

Oh, is it, now? Remember that gal, the one up in the 
first paragraph? She's made exactly like you. She's 
sleeping just as happily as you are when the alarm 
squawks. But just like you, she's gotta get up. 

So— she gets up!_ That sounds simple, doesn't it? And 
it is. Those fifteen minutes you waste rebelling don't 
really rest you. They merely make sure that you'll be 
worn to a frazzle at least until noon. 

What's the percentage? Uh-huh, zero. 

Now then, she's up. Maybe she was extra smart and 
decided last night what she was going to wear. Or else. 



those extra minutes gave her thirty seconds leeway to 
look at herself after she was awake enough to see if some- 
thing drastic was wrong. 

Then came the real catch about that quarter of an 
hour. A long-lost custom, a charming tradition, break- 
fast. 

Hold on now. She did have time to eat it. She did 
enjoy it. And you know what good it did. 

Look at it this way. Saving ten minutes to eat in the 
morning is important to 
your stomach and yqur dis- 
position! You've had little 
or nothing to eat since din- 
ner some twelve or- thirteen 
hours ago. If you dash 
around like crazy till lunch, 
that's maybe eighteen hours 
with no gas in the motor, 
so to speak. 

Result? Well, you won't 
keel over, you know that. But you know perfectly well 
that you're one point off the beam. Everything, includ- 
ing your brain and your sparkle, slows up. That's the 
real danger in skipping breakfast. 

Stop grumbling that you don't like breakfast. Your 
mother probably has a couple of mouth-watering ideas 
she'd be tickled to trot out if (Continued on page 66) 
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They're 



off to the winter wonderland of St. Moritz to 

compete with the world's finest skiers and skaters 
by ANN THORNE 





Among the happiest, most excited of all the con- 
testants in the 1948 Olympics will be two of the 
youngest girl athletes ever to qualify for this greatest 
of sports events. Karol Kennedy, fifteen-year-old 
figure skater, and Andrea Mead, skier, who passed 
the tryout tests last winter at the age of fourteen, 
were barely knee-high when the last Olympics were held in 1936. 

In fact, almost all the American girls competing in the Olympic 
Winter Games at St. Moritz, Switzerland! from January 30 to 
February 8, are in their teens, or very little older. For most of 
them, taking part in the Winter Games will mean their first 
glimpse of Europe, their first ocean voyage or trans-Atlantic air 
trip, their first chance to compete against the top amateur ath- 
letes of other countries. 

They've been training for this event for a long time, looking 
forward to it, keeping their fingers crossed about passing the 
tryout tests. Now they're in. They'll be garnering in New York 
in January to make the trip abroad. 

But probably none of them is really prepared for the terrific 
thrill of competing in the Winter Games. Imagine racing down 
Alpine slopes at sixty miles or more an hour, the wind roaring 
past you, on your sweater the Olympic emblem in the colors of 
the American flag, loud-speakers blaring, crowds roaring while 
you try to outdistance the greatest athletes of eighteen other na- 
tions who are racing with you! Or remembering, as you perform 
your best figures on the ice while the spectators watch, almost 
breathless with admiration, that some of the greatest skaters of all 
time have held just such crowds spellbound when (hey were 
Olympic contestants like you! 

The original Olympics, in case you're a little rusty on your 
Greek history, were festivals held every four years (an Olympiad 
equals four years, just for the record) in Elos, Greece, at which 
the best athletes, poets, painters, and so on were awarded the 
laurel crown, highest honor of all. Today's Olympics — revived 
late in the nineteenth century to encourage friendship among 
nations and the finest kind of sports ideals— are modeled after 
those of the ancients. 

They're for amateurs only, which means that anyone who's 
accepted either cash or gifts for his— or her— athletic perform- 
ances can't compete. The young stars of the ski trails and skating 
rinks who will be fighting for first place at St. Moritz in Febru- 
ary are out, not for money prizes— there aren't any — hut for 
that precious certificate that says they won — or at least that they 
tried. That's true, too, for the discus throwers, high-jumpers, 
runners, swimmers, and all the others who will be competing at 
the Olympic summer games in London from July 29 to August 13. 

The Olympics at London will be officially opened when the 
bells ring out and cross-country runners — a horde of them— 
arrive with the Olympic flame, a lighted torch which they've 
carried day and night, through country after country, from Elos 
in Greece to London. The man who proudly holds the torch aloft 
when the runners race into the Olympic (Continued on page 64) 



>f warning the others of the danger? 



THE STORY SO FAR — On the snow train bound for Uncle 
Charlie's lodge with her high school gang, 

Karen Alien lourtd a diamond which no one would claim. IFhen 
they reached the station, Karen started to show her 
Uncle Charlie the diamond. It had disappeared! Her uncle warned 
them to stay off the dangerous slope behind the stabtes. Someone , 
had crossed the slope the night before, however, so 
Per GuMmark (on whose judgment of skiing possibilities much 
depended) went off to inspect the tracks. Karen surprised --nf* 
Nr. Ward stealthily going through the jacket of another guest, 
Mr. Stevens, obviously hunting for the diamond. Suddenly she 
realized there was an unnatural silence and rushed to the kitchen 
window in time to see a skier cross the slope. With a thunderous 
roar the snow slide started down the mountain and only the massive . 
windbreak above the lodge saved the buildings from being crushed. 

Fearing thai Per had been buried, the gang started in search for 
him when he suddenly skied into view with three ski poles instead 
of two. Per had surprised a stranger who, in his haste to get away, 
had lost a pole before skiing over the slope. Later when Per went 
to the shed to inspect the strange ski pole, Karen followed him, 
only to find that Mr. Ward had had the same idea. Mr. Stevens 
and Uncle Charlie appeared in time to hear Ward's hasty ex- 
planation. Just then the top of the ski pole came off in Per's hand 
and three diamonds rolled out on the floor! Now go on with the story. 




by ADR f EN STOUTENBURG AND BARBARA RITCHIE 



)R O Uncle Charlie scooped the diamonds up in his 

~\ hands. "So that's the kind of trap line the so-called 
trapper is running. Diamonds hidden in a ski-pole! 
But why? What's his game?" 

Ward had inched forward, eyes fixed on the jewels. 
"How do you know it's the same fellow?" he shot out, 
his usually flat voice pitched high. 

Uncle Charlie did not answer. As for the others who 
had come crowding into the woodshed just in time to 
see Per's discovery of the diamonds in the ski pole, their 
faces were blank and bewildered. Only Mr. Stevens, rock- 
ing slowly' back and forth on his heels, seemed unper- 
turbed. Almost too unperturbed! 

Uncle Charlie smiled nervously at Karen. "This time, 
I guess maybe I'd better appoint myself guardian of 
these diamonds, eh? Wonder who's guarding the other 
one that you found on the train?" 

"You're welcome to them," Karen said. "I'd be scared 
to death of somebody creeping up on me." 

She shouldn't have said it, she realized. Everybody 
was jumpy enough as it was. Everybody but cool, self- 
possessed Mr. Stevens. 

That night she tried valiantly to get to sleep, but her 



thoughts were whirling. There seemed to be. no end to 
the mad swirl of events that had started only that morn- 
ing on the snow train. If the mystery wasn't cleared up 
pretty soon, they'd never have time to get around to 
exploring the region's resort possibilities. 

When she finally fell asleep, she was plagued with 
nightmares in which an evil-looking skier kept pursuing 
her over the mountains. Just as he was about to clutch 
her, she woke to the gray, still light of morning seeping 
in through the drawn curtains. 

The snow had stopped. Per, surveying the sky after 
breakfast, agreed that even though the sky still looked 
stormy, they could risk going on a short trip toward the 
Lower Cloud trail. "I'd better check on the map again," 
he said, reaching in his back pocket. He moistened his 
lips and frowned. "Gone!" 

Ward, who was sitting on the opposite side of the round 
table, raised his dark eyebrows. "You've lost the map? 
I'd hoped to have a chance to study it to see if there isn't 
some way to get to Snowline." 

Stevens cleared his throat and looked at Ward. "You're 
quite sure you still want to go to Snowline, Mr. W? 
It's a risky trail, I've heard." (Continued on page 46) 




From all over the 48 states have come the Oak Ridge families. 
Proof is the unique collection of pennants in the Wildcats' Den. 
The good neighbors are Bill Cobb of Tennessee and Marty 
Rolhng of Minnesota. Marty wears zomb-ees without ankle 
socks, a favorite fashion among the girls at Oak Ridge High. 



HI-SCHOOL 
HANGOUT 

OAK RIDGE, TENNESSEE 

by GAYLKN GOODRICH 



• Tacked away in a remote valley of eastern T 
een mites from Knoxville. is the city of Oak 
name has gone down in history as the nerve 
Atomic Bomb Project. Today, operated under 
of the Atomic Energy Commission, Oak Ridge 
tation 36.000) Li stilt a closed, guarded city 
gales none may enter without a puss. 
Because of its isolation from its sister citi 
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le facilities, the Wildcats' Den is tops with 
vty one of the 761 Oak Ridge High School 
you at the drop oj a straw — because it is 
;niit. the place to which they swarm in their 
hiff the patter, spin the planers and glut on 



Scene of gay dances and parties, the Den is also headquarters, 
for many serious discussions by Oak Ridge boys and girls 
whose surroundings and everyday life have made them singu- 
larly aware of the world-shattering force of atomic power. "We 
realize," they say, "that the ushering in of the Atomic Age has 
cast aside all frontiers and that from now on it has got to be 

The porch railing is a comfortable place to perch and blow 
plasLic bubbles, From Ml to right, .loan Gilliam, Mary Lou 
Miller and Marjorie Curtis huff and they puff. The three are 
also active in Oak Ridge High's Youth Counc il on (he Atomic 
Crisis, which crusades for the peaceful dm of atomic energy. 



PHOTOGRAPHS 8' 




The girls steady iheir nerves with lollipops during a tense game of 
Chinese Checkers. Chester Painter (left) has just pulled a 
boner, and Tommy Stephenson comments: "That's rare" — standard 
Oak Ridge for things good, bad and indifferent. A bad joke 
; els flattened with the quip, "Dear John, that's all she wrote." 



The Wildcats' Den is a one-room wing of a rambling onr-story build- 
ing, typical of Oak Kidge architecture. It is crowded afternoons' and 
evenings hut the big dance night is Friday. The football season is 
marked by a series of gay victory or ronsolation hops but other limes 
of the year "Just Bemuse" dances furnish excuse for fun and frolic. 

{Continued on following page) 
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HI-SCHOOL HANGOUT 

{Continued from preeeding page) 



Above— Somr »ing around the piano, some read, and wnif shoot the 
breeze. You can tell an Oak Ridge teen-ager because she almost 
always wear* a long-slreamered bow in her hair and carries a liny 
brush in lieu of a eom b. She doesn't rare for jewelry encept tor a 
class ring or miniature football worn on a chain around her nerk. 

Lenter — The windows of the Den are curtained in gray and maroon, the 
Oak Ridge High colors. Helpfully handing the hummer to Danny Dolan 
is Carita Brysnn. The three chevrons on the sleeve of Danny's high Itthool 
sweater indicate a three-year membership in the high school band. 
He's also senior class president and manager of the football team, 

Below — Time out for (lokes at the initial-scarred snack counter. You 
can also order a Knopsnooter, a concoction made with the juice of 
a lime, crushed ire, and as much salt as palatable. It's mainly the 
boys who go for [his. In the goo line the girls prefer the more 
orthodox hot fudge sundae. Snack bar proceeds pay for decorations. 



YVONNE 



by PAT PEMBERTON (AGE 15) 

I was strolling rather aimlessly through Toller's, the largest depart- 
ment store in the city, thinking about Yvonne. Yvonne has long, black, 
silky hair — the kind a man likes to run his fingers through — only I 
haven't gotten to that stage yet. Yvonne has dark, mysterious eyes that 
make it hard for a guy to know whether she's going to say yes or no — 
and red lips lhat smile in the most fascinating way when I grin at her. 

"Yvonne, how about going to the dance with me?" I whispered, grin- 
ning irresistibly. 

"Can 1 help you, sir?" she said. 

'"Huh? Ob, yes — -I mean— pardon me, Yvonne — 1 mean — I turned 
abruptly from the saleslady, who seemed about to burst out laughing, 
and tried to walk away nonchalantly. Some people are so unromantic. 

Now you take Yvonne. Yvonne. Even her name is beautiful, tantaliz- 
ing, exquisite. I had looked it up somewhere and found that it meant 
"God's gift." Upon learning this, I had immediately thanked God 
fervently and humbly that she existed, and that she had even consented 
to. three dates with me. I had also put in a little prayer that she would 
go with me to the dance, which was now only a week away. 

I passed the stationery counter, reflected vaguely that my fountain 
pen leaked, and picked up a red one with green and brown spots. It 
looked sort of distinctive, I decided. Impressive. And Yvonne would 
certainly notice, if I sort of unobtrusively displayed it in English class, 
that it fit my dynamic personality perfectly. 

"Like to try it out, sir?" The salesman (Continued on papc 52) 

SOPHISTICATION 

by PAT KERSTEN {AGE 181 

This was to be her night. For exactly three weeks and five days she' 
bid looked forward ti> it, taking care each day to cross off the preceding 
one on the calendar. And now as she stood before the floor-length 
mirror she surveyed the finished product of almost two hours' slow and 
elaborate preparation. 

If Phil and the gang could see me now, she thought. - Quite a differ- 
ence from my saddle shoes and lumberjack shirt. The gang were her 
friends, the boys ami girls with whom she'd grown up and gone around 
all her life. She wnndered if they would even know her in her smooth 
new black formal with the thin straps and low neckline. 

She wondered what Phil would say if he saw her — probably emit a 
long slow whistle of approval — so like Phil, young and cute, but with 
no suaveness at all. She had been "Phil's girl" ever since she could re- 
member, but she was tired of it now, tired, not because she didn't like 
Phil, but because she longed for an older, more mature man. She was 
growing up and had a desire to "see life." It was this that made her 
beg her glamorous older sister, Cynlhia, to let her be Tommy's cousin's 
blind date. It took a lot of persuading, but something about the earnest- 
ness and pleading in her voice and eyes msde Cynthia say yes. To be 
like her was Nancy's aim — modern, sophisticated and fascinating. 

"Well, little Miss Sophisticate," Cynthia's amused face appeared at 
the bedroom door, "you're looking wonderful — sharp I guess your 
friends would call it. All ready with the personality smile? Bob is just 
like Tommy and all my friends, so I know you'll {Continued on page 53) 



They tried hard and made the grade — 

You can do the same. 
Just post to us a poem or story; 

Your brainchild will bring you fame 




STATE COLLEGE FOR TEACHERS 

APPLICATION FOR ADMISSION 



Home address.. 
Date of birth.... 



(Street and number) 



Name of father, 

or mother, or legal guardian- 



Address of above. .. 



Normal School attended, if any_ 



College attended, if any... 



(City) 

-Place of birth.. 



Teaching 
_experience_ 



(second given nume) 



(Ct.ur.tj) 

Age. 



(arreda or lubject) 



Degree applied for ( ) A. B. ( ) B. Ed. 

(check) ( ) B. S. (Commerce) ( ) B. S. (Librarianship) 



Date study will begin 

Residence requirement ( ) regular sessions 

to be completed in : ( ) summer sessions 

(check) ( ) evening courses 



Signature of applies 



(Thi» wction, Kcopt column 6. to bo filled in by the Hleh School Principal) 



(4) 15) (6) 



Acs deal. 
Eludiod 



Adv. Algebra 

PI. Geometry 



2 years— 



3 Tf"1, 



Biolocjy_ 



Chemistry 

General Sci 
Physic* 



Underscore any subject in which a candidate has taken a second 



Certificate of Principal. I hereby c 
High School in 



tify that the candidate named in this application entered the.. 

.,-1 . .i ■ i i i f — , completed s 



Date of certification 



Signature of principal 

(Tbi) faction to be filled by the Dean of the College) 



HOW TO MAKE A 
COLLEGE ENTRANCE 



Many apply but few are chosen. It's the wise 
junior who starts in quest of college acceptance now 

by SUNN A COOPER 

From where you sit in Junior Row or even in Senior 
Saiiclum, college looks a ions wav "fr an ^ surely there's 
no rush yet about deciding where to go. or whether you 
should try a job in the business world first or head straight 
fur the halls oi higher learning. But not so. It is later, 
graduating girls of '48 and '4'). than you think. The hig 
decision about college has to be made soon, or \on may have 
the matter settled for you — and maybe not to your liking. 

At one time you could decide to go to college two weeks 
before college opened, apply for admission, and what's more, 
get accepted. That was during the war when colleges were 
begging for applicants, but now it's the applicants who are 
begging for colleges. It's a case of first come, first served, 
ancl just so many (and no more) can be admitted. This Eg 




where the shrewd girl comes in. She's the girl who plans 
her admission into college as carefully as she makes moves 

It's a known and deplorable fact that every principal in 
the state can name girls and more girls who wailed until 
their graduation this past June, or just before, to apply for 
college and were left out in the cold. This needn't hap|>cn 
to you. You have a guidance teacher or grade adviser in 
your school I unless your principal takes care of the voca- 
tional guidance angle, tool who is ready al«ll rimes to help 
you. Go to that teacher for advice. Thai should be your 
first step. He'll tell you the college or colleges that are best 
suited for you. Don't ever wait until you think you've de- 
cided "what you want to be when you grow up" to consul! 
your guidance teacher. At the same {Continued on page 60) 



ihe ALICE BARR GRAYSON ,,« B e 



T'S TALK IT OVER 

('•next Conductors Virginia and Peggy Mclntire 



This month the guest conductors of "Let's Talk It Over" are Peggy 
Mclnlire, sixteen-year-old actress featured in RKO's "I Remember Mama," 
and her mother, Mrs. Virginia Mclntire. If you have a problem which 
you would like discussed in this column in a future issue, write to Alice 
Barr Grayson, Calling All Cirls, 52 Vanderbilt Ave., New York 17. N. Y. 

I have been very much upset bv my parents* constant bickering and 
threat*! of divorce. I can't concentrate on my studies 1 , and my grades 
have pone down. What shall I do? 

Mr*. Mclntire — This is a difficult situation for any young girl lo face. 
In order for you to keep up your studies, it would he a good plan for 
you to try to spend as much time at school as possible. Try to get 
interested in outside activities in order lo keep your mind occupied. Above 
all, try to understand that your parents may be trying to solve problems 
of which you have no knowledge. 

Peggy — I agree with my mother on this. I think, too, you should try 
lo realize that if a divorce is imminent that perhaps it would be for the 
beet. -v 

What can you do if your mother not only forbids you to date a 
boy but even refuses to meet him? 

Mrs. Mclntire — I think this is a selfish attitude fur any mother to take 
unless she has a legitimate objection to the boy. In all fairness she should 
certainly meet the boy and then form her own impressions and opinions. 
The attitude you speak of is unfair both to the boy and her own daughter. 
Sometimes when jloung people are not allowed to meet openly in their 
own homes, they resort to secret meetings, which is bad for everyone 
■ concerned. 

Peggy — I agree with Mother that this is a selfish attitude. You should 
try to explain to your mother that the boy is nice and see if you can't 
at least get her to let you invite him tu your house. Whatever you do, 
don't meet him secretly. 

When boys are around I become shy and rather bashful and can't 
think of anything to say. How can I overcome this? 

Mrs. Mclnlire — You should make it a point to find out what the boys' 
interests are, and their likes and dislikes. One of the hardest things to 
do is to learn to forget yourself. And it's a good thing to keep the fact 
in mind that other people are often shy and seH-conscious inside — even 
if they appear poised and at ease to you. 

PvggY — Some of your girl friends are bound to have brothers. Try to 
mingle with them and learn what they like to talk about. In the give 
and take of family life, you will learn what boys like to talk about. When 
you're left alone with them, you can learn to put them at their ease by 
discussing subjects in which they have an interest. 

What can you do when your boy friend's mother insists on going 
with you on your date with her son? {Continued on pagp 59) 




BE FIRST TO 
PICK VIOLETS 

Deep Purple, Shy 
Violet, Mauve Pink — -and 
you're the first to 
wear ihem in a uihirlauia) 
, , 'i Gibson Girl skirt! 

Skirts oj Pacific 
100% wool Ribolaine, styled 
by Derby, about IB 
each. Cotton Gibson Girl 
blouses, about (5 ami 
t6, by Sally Mason. 
Gold kid ballet slippers by 
Prima or sandals 
turn a skirt and blouse into a 
party outfit. Gold 
kid shoes Irom Kays-New- 
port, Providence. 
The three models near 
Red Majesty lipstick 
by Tangee. 
Skirts and blouses at 
Bloom ingdale's. New York: 
Loveman's, 
Chattanooga ; 
Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn: 
Filene's, Boston; Foley Bros., 
Houston; The J. L. 
Hudson Co., Detroit; 
Stewart's, Baltimore: F. & R. 
Lazarus Co., Columbus; 
ShiUito's, Cincinnati; 



rimer, .v. louim 
Slrawbridge & Clothier, 
Philadelphia; Thalhimcr's, 
Richmond; and 
Lansburgh's. W ashington. 



KODACHPOME BY WIULAM WARD 



The secret of Bill Holden s popularity is that in or out of the 
movies he's the sort of guy you'd like for a neighbor 



H 



OLDEN'S ON THE 



M 



AP! 



by ANITA Mr.CEE 



In Eugene, Oregon, a lot of people have renamed Hollywood "Holdentown." 
It's not because they don't know their geography, either. The rechris- 
tening took, place recently when Bill Holden was on location in Oregon, 
making "Rachel" for RKO and winning the affections of the citizenry by 
his participation in local affairs. To Bill's Oregon friends, the movie capital 
is now Holdentown. 

Regardless of what you call the city of stars, you'll have to agree that 
Holden'- really on the map these days. Since his discharge from the Air 
Corps, he's quickh zoomed hack into his pre-war eminence. To enhance 
hie popularity arc •'Rachel." with Loretta Young and Bob Mitehum and 
The Man from Colorado*" in which Bill co-stars with Glenn Ford. 
j\>usle-haired and blue-eyed. Bill is as American and natural as an tea- 
■■retttf'soda. Born in O'Fallon. Illinois, Rill was scheduled to follow in his 
i.hIi.V- footsteps and. become a chemist. But school theatrical started him 
on yie road to acting. He graduated to the Pasadena Playhouse, and was 
spoiled by a talent scout. A screen test led to his first movie role — the 
coveted one of the boxer in "Golden Boy." His sensitive portrayal of the 
violinist turned fighter made him an overnight star. 

Byi all the rules in the hook, Bill should have been forgotten by the 
publi^ diu-ing the [..ire years lie spent in the Air Corps, working his way 
up from private lo first lieutenant. After his discharge there was an 
^iddilijjnal lapae of nine months until Paramount cast him in "Dear Ruth" 
i- lit. '.'iiiancr-l.iiiiyn soldier on leave, [tut " Dear Ruth" proved thai 
Bill liil ;t flair foi nmiedj and thai movie audiences still had a flair for 
lloldeii. UiS welcome was repeated in "Blaze of Noon." and now with 
t»" hii pk-Mftr in twt wortt. Bill is a busy, happy actor again, 

I'll.- popularity Bill itujo^amoug leen-a-rr- is tli.- quiet kind. His faiir- 
respect him. think lie's like the guy next door, only special. He loves lo 
fish, ride and shoot, is -boghhly proud of his collection of guns and will 
discuss th.-m avidly, despif^fcp shyness. In real life he's as versatile as he 
is on the, screen: And as ^oSnatured too! 

The vdr> special plac£ ortHfibe map for Holden is Arizona. For it was 
during the filming of ' Aj-izoiiaf that he married lovely actress Brenda 
Marshall. Three daddy -lovirTg Holdens say they like Arizona, too! 




This article will give you. a 
new perspective on the rights 

and wrongs of picture-hanging 



Y ou choose a picture because you like it. It may bi 

the subject of the picture which you enjoy, its 
position or perhaps the artist's choice of colors. Select- 
ing a picture is your department, but remember that 
the wallpaper or color of a room's furnishings play 
an important part in the picture's effectivt 

Before hanging pictures, it's wise to arrange them 
first in the desired position on the wall by having 
one hold them in their approximate grouping. Make 
all your changes now to avoid future trouble. 

Each picture should be hung So that its subject is 
at eye level. Nails and hooks placed near the top of the 
frame stay out of sight and keep the picture fi 

When grouping pictures, choose subjects which are 
related; and match the pictures in color tones. Never 
include a vividly colored picture in a group of pastels. 
You can group photographs, etchings, oils or water 
colors but frame them somewhat alike. 

In a broad horizontal space, hang a horizontally 
framed picture. When the space is vertical, hang ver- 
tically framed pictures. Horizontal pictures tend to 
bring down a high ceiling; vertical pictures send a low 
ceiling up where il belongs. 

Never hang pictures in inconspicuous places. If you're 
not especially interested in a picture, it's a fairly 
_ good indication that it doesn't belong on your wall! 

by MAXINE LIVINGSTON, Decorating Editor 
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CAG 





by NANCY PEPPER, 
National Director of the 

CALLING ALL CIRLS Chlba 



Aii we write this, we're ju«t setting out 
on out Christmas Faaliitin Show tour, but, 
by ibe time you read it, we'll be up to 
our necks (or, should we say "down to our 
ankles," because that's almost where your 
skills will be?) in Easter shown. But, no 
matter what the season, you CAG Club 
Members get more than your share of Fun 
and Fashion at meetings and shows ton- 
ducted by your Official Headquarters Store. 
Check the Official Headquarters listing ic 
the bark of the magazine to see which is 
the CAG store in your town. If there isn't 
One, write us and we'll get busy about it. 
We want you to find out for yourselves 
how truly wonderful a CAG Club can be! 



Soy hands girl a Coke at the Edward's Date 
Fashion Clinic in Rochester. The boys who 
were the fashion judges voted against this 
long Gibson skirt, bat we hear that 
they've since changed their minds about it! 




s Robert Miuhum. RKO favorite, who 
•cently guest-ed on the CAG Radio Show, 
'e told our members about his early days 
i a S'estern hero: is grateful to you teens 
>r helping him get places in Hollywood. 



Here 1 am at the Fashion Treasure Hunt, 
conducted by Nelson's. Official Headquarters 
in Rome, N. Y., at the local YMCA. There 
was a dance after (he show, with a five-piece 



Souvenir girls at the CAG show conducted 
by Kirven's, Official Headquarters in Co- 
lumbus, Ga., were Fay Woolard and Jeon- 
ette Beech. They distributed miniature 
Coca-Cola bottles, and cosmetic samples. 




A jury of boys from six i 
schools passed judgment on fashions mod- 
eled by members of the CAG Club of Ed- 
ward's, our Rochester Headquarters. They 
picked hooded shorties for football dates. 




it's Mel Torme, the "Velvet Fog." as he 
performed for about 3500 CAG Club Mem- 
bers at a show conducted by Kresge-Newark, 
Newark. Did you hear him recently on the 
Calling All Girls Radio Show? H e was terrific ! 



Grand finale of the CAG Treasure Hunt 
at Gimbels, Philadelphia. The lady in the 
back row is Pearl Carey of Gimbels, who pro- 
duces the shows. Third from left, in front row 
is Ruth Hampton, our last May's Cover Girt. 
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The New Look" may be good for your glamour, hut it's hard on 
our budget. Here you are with a perfectly good Easter suit from last 
ly the longish peplum jacket and-t.hr short, skimpy skirt are 
as out of date aa last year's romance. Well, then, eliminate the skirt — 
and make a brand new one out of a harmonizing wool plaid or check 
(we blended brown and turquoise check with the turquoise Shetland 
jacket). Cut a few inches off the peplum, straighten the sleeves and 
tuck a Peter Pan dickey of the skirt fabric into the nerkline. It'a easy 
to make your swirling skirt from Simplicity Printed Pattern #2258. 
Cost 25c, sizes 11 to IB. Twelve inches from the ground is the length 
to wear your ballerina suit this Easier. Felt derby by Madcaps. 
Obtain Simplicity Patterns from local dealers or send rash to Patterns, 
Calling All Girls Magazine, 260 Fourth Avenue, New York 10. N. Y. 



o of qucstior 
gible of qualit 



■ pois 



I ■■ what • poise? Charm and quick 
thinking- -a natural, friendly attitude to- 
ward penpk- — the quality that cun make 
you stand up before strangers and sj>cak 
clearly and convincingly. With poise, you 
won't go tongue-tied or- what's worse— 
giggly on a dale. You're free from the em- 
barrassments and confusions that hold so 
many people back . . . you've mastered the 
art of being yourself. 

A few of the questions below are tricky. 
You'll have to think hard, and try to vis- 
ualize yourself in some of the situations 
we describe. Four points to your credit 
for evary tune you come up right. 

GROUP J 

Have you ever refused to go to a party 
because most of the crowd were strangers 

to you? 

Are you afraid boys will think you're a 
grind if you get good marks? 

Are you reluctant to double-date with a 
girl whom you consider more attractive 
than yourself? 

Would you rather have a dress that's 
more becoming than appropriate? 

Are you embarrassed by an occasional 
brief silence when you're out on a date? 

(Score four points for every "no.") 

GROUP 2 

Can you tell an amusing 3torv without 
laughing until you get to the punch line? 

Would you go out with a boy you liked, 
even if your friends thought he was un- 
attractive ? 

When things go wrong, do you work 
hard" to change them, rather than just day- 
dream? 

Can you listen without interrupting when 
the crowd discusses people you don't know? 

Can you accept a compliment without 
denying it or turning it into a joke? 

(Every "yes" adds four more points to 

CROUP 3 

Have you ever gone out with a boy you 
didn't like, because you couldn't think of 
an excuse for refusing? 

Have you ever kept still in class, not 
because you didn't know the answer, but 
because you were afraid to recite? 

Or refused a date because you didn't 
have just the right clothes? 

Are you ashamed to have people know 
when you spend a Saturday evening alone? 



Ever pretend you didn't see someone, 
because you couldn't think of what to say? 
("No" is the right answer for this group.) 



GROUP 4 

Can you tactfully suggest to a good 
friend that her outfit or hairdo is un- 
becoming? 

Can you pass a mirror without secretly 
stealing a glance? 

If you were incorrectly dressed for a 
party, could you make a brief explanation 
to your friends, and then forget it? 

Do you talk as easily and naturally with 
older people as with your own friends? 

Can you laugh just as hard when the 
joke's on you? 

(These are tough ones, but every "yes" 
will bring you four more points.) 

GROUP 5 

Does your personality change a little 
with different people? 

Ever stayed out later than you should, 
just to keep up with the crowd'? 

Would you accept a bid for a dance 
from someone you didn't like just for the 
sake of being "seen?" 

When you bring a boy home to dinner 
for the first time, do you tell your family 
how to act? 

When introducing a crowd of people, do 
you suddenly forget familiar names? 

(Four points for each "no.") 

fiOW'S YOUR SCORE? 

If you scored 80 and up. . . . 

Congratulations! You rate an A on poise, 
and for good reason. There are few occa- 
sions that really throw you. You're proba- 
bly as natural in the classroom or on a 
date as you are with your own family. 

You're lucky ... an easy, friendly per- 
sonality is worth its weight in glamour. 

Your score was 60 to 70 . - . 

This is just about the average mixture 
of shyness and poise. A few things get you 
down, but not too many. Go over the ques- 
tions and find out which ones bothered you. 
Some people are shy about certain things 
■—say clothes and appearance — but have 
plenty of poise about others. Figure out 
your particular quirk, and get set to change. 

Oh, oh ... 56 or below . . . 

There's room for improvement. You're 
fussing over a lot of things that don't hon- 
estly matter. Remember that poise can be- 
long to everyone, and time, new friends, 
new experiences all help. Try taking the 
test six months from now, and see if you 
can't "up" that score. 



Are you a smooth apple or a 
sad sack in company? 
A social lion or a mouse? 



by CAROL VANCE 




Gregory Pock doesn't liU whot Dorothy McGuire tells Deon 
Stodwell in thil dromotie scene from o not-to-bo- mined picture 




Thot'i no nightmore— that's Cornel Wilde! Though what- he is 
doing in Ginger's comportment, ihe hom't the faintest idea. 




MOVIE 



GENTLEMAN'S AGREEMENT - - NWry-schoolteacher 
Kathy (Dorothy McGuire) and writer Phil Green (Greg- 
ory Peck) fall in love. When Phil starts working on a 
aeries of articles on anti-Semitism, Kathy is embarrassed 
—because for the sake of his story Phil pretends to be 
Jewish himself. Phil can't make Kathy realize that her 
passive attitude is furthering anti-Semitism. Blowup 
comes when Kathy tells him about the "gentleman's 
agreement," which prevents her from renting he* house 
in the country to Phil's friend, Dave Goldman, a part 
admirably played by John Garfield. Gregory Peck and 
Dorothy McGuire give splendid performances. Celeste 
Holm, as another magazine writer, nails the problem when 
she condemns people like Kathy who sound off against 
prejudice but do nothing to combat it. (20th C-Fox) 



IT HAD TO BE YOU — Although Ginger Rogers, as 
Vicki, gets as far as the altar three different times and 
with three different men, she never becomes a bride. 
Seems she can't utter the fatal "I do." So when Vicki 
orders a fourth bridal gown, her parents are worried. 
So is her latest fiance, Ron Randell. Her friends are 
laying odds on whether she will or will not get through 
the ceremony. Her parents, and her. fiance, and her 
fiance's parents tell her to make her mind up. Vicki tries. 
She goes oil to Maine, works at her sculpturing, sees no 
one except the girl who poses for her. The month up, 
she wires Ron "Yes!" En route to New York she has a 
nightmare, wakes up to find an Indian in the upper 
berth. /( Had lo fie You, is a farce which pokes fun at 
the rash of psychologies! films we have had lately. (Col.) 



THE BISHOP'S WIFE— Cary Grant plays an angel in 
his newest picture and he's wonderful. So is the picture. 
Mr. Grant's angel brings understanding to David Niven, 
a bishop who thinks his parish needs a huge cathedral, 
instead of more parishioners to fill the present edifice. 
Also, the angel brings happiness to the bishop's wife 
(Loretta Young), his daughter (Karolyn Grimes), his 
friend I Monty Woolley ) , his secretary (Sara Hadenl.his 
maid (Elsa Lanchester), a cab driver (James Gleason). 
The film buhbles over with good humor and delightful 
whimsy. Best: when James Gleason, Loretta Young and 
the angel go ice-skating in Central Park and fly on their 
skates. The little bits of business are sheer magic; even to 
list some of them would rob you of the joy of discovering 
The Bishop's Wife for yourself. (Got,lwy«-RKO) 



The gang won't let Korolyn join their snowball tight, 10 angel 
Grant joins forcei with her. Loretta Young, Sara Haden cheer. 



VIEWS 



by ANITA McGEE, Movie Editor 



SO WELL REMEMBERED— American and British artists 
worked together to produce this memorable film. James 
Hilton wrote the novel on which the film is based, and his 
hero is as fine a man as his Mr. Chips. John Mills is a 
struggling young editor, who gives up a chance to go to 
Parliament to stay with his friends and neighbors, who 
need him to lead iheir fight for better housing. The 
dream of his life is to wipe out the slums, in which he 
was brought up. At the end, although his dream is still 
unrealized, there are a few things Mills can take pride in. 
There is a playground for children, a free clinic; a be- 
ginning has been made. Martha Scott is overwhelmingly 
effective as Mills' ruthless and cruel wife. Richard Carl- 
son is her son, Patricia Roc the girl who loves him. Trevor 
Howard is outstanding as Mill's loyal friend. (Rnnk -.RKO) 



THE VOICE OF THE TURTLE— "Almost Like Being in 
Love" might be another title for this movie. Eleanor 
Parker is a young actress who has an apartment in 
apartment-hungry New York during the war years. Her 
best friend (Eve Arden) leaves a no-place-to-put-his- 
head soldier ( Ronald Reagan) on her doorstep, and that's 
the beginning of a romance that's guaranteed to anyone 
but a cynic in a soulful mood. Maybe the fact that Eleanor 
and Ronald are such nice persons has something to do 
with the movie's charm. We found their antics enchant- 
ing, especially Eleanor's method of making two glasses 
of milk even. As for the brave sergeant, who jumps in 
fright when Eleanor knocks the ashes out of the ash trays 
in a furious fit of domesticity, we loved him. And Wayne 
Morris is wonderful as Eve Arden's friend. (Wuntera) 



LOVE FROM A STRANGER— Petite Sylvia Sidney re- 
turns in the screen in this Agatha Christie mystery. As 
Cecily Harrington, who wins a fortune through a sweep- 
stakes prize at the turn of the century, Sylvia is courted 
by a handsome-in-a-sinister-way stranger (John Hodiak). 
Any girl in her right mind would have suspected some- 
thing, but Cecily marries him, forsaking her faithful if 
dull suitor, John Howard. You can guess what will hap- 
pen, can't you? But, as you watch Miss Sidney pull the 
play together, you forget that you know what's coming, 
because she makes it all so plausible. Mr. Hodiak makes 
a good villain, and creates the desired effect of mounting 
terror. As Sylvia's friend, who tips off Scotland 
Yard, Ann Richards is serenely pretty. The well-known 
actor. Richard Whorf. directed this thriller. (Eagle-Lion) 

Sylvia Sidney has [uit unearthed evidence pointing to her 
husband as a murderer. Bui, darling, how could you be one?» 




It's an expensive French restaurant, but the memories it holds 
ore spoiling Eleanor Parker's and Ronald Reagan's xest for supper. 




beauty BUY -words 

With Old Man Winter a deadly reality, many a gaFs 
beauty has (hose winter-time blues. We've shopped for some cold weather 
beauty aids and added one far sheer glamour. You'll 

find our suggestions listed below and others throughout 
the magazine. Prices are approximate and taxes not included. 



For lip lowliness, no mailer what 
[he weather, arquire the habit of running 
Flerl's I "hop Slick nver your smile 
srverul limes a day. Medicated oils 
soothe and soften dry. parched skin and 
llir- slick tils nicely inlo ynur purer. 
Won't break tin' bank either al 25c. 
\l drup and department stores everywhere. 




i perk up a weatherworn complexion, 
using Du Barry Special Cleansing 
aration for a radiant, new look. This 
e meal-like cleanser sloughs off dry. 

rnuies surface blackheads and 
ishcs due to c lopped pores. Tour 
will take on a hany smooth glow. 
I. May Company. Denver, Colorado. 



Hough, red and chapped hand* are > 
never dale bait, ski Ireal yours lo gen- 
erous doses ol Hinds Honey & Almond 
Cream (or thai white-as-l he-driven -mow 
look. Handsome, new dressing table lint 
tie add" a dividend of more lulion than 
ever before of this all-time favorite, 
91.00 ill Sanger Bros.. Dalliut, Te««s. 




ill) straight, stubby eyelashes— thai 
andy product. Kurlash. In a mailer 
f seconds with no iightin' and fussin', 
ishes curl upward in a very swish 
ay. And curled fringe, you know, 
rrate-s the illusion of bigger, brighter 
yes. 11.00, Filene's, Boston. Mass, 



DIAMOND IN THE SNOW 
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PUZZLERS' POST 



l-v RANDOLPH 



he entire border of this ••inema-irosfword is modi: upt4--tTie I At ^limcjin/- 
lovie im« and a morie r'n whirh thp-tfar appealed is g^y^Jif^/vh/nali^. 




ACROSS 

. He played in "Thr Chase" 

i. Shu played in "Carnegie Ha 

i. He played in "Wild HmW 

i. Farewell 

>. Metalliferous materials 

i. Bllller substitute 

. Young goal 

>. Musical note 

i. Close by 



DOWN 

. She played in "Ramrod" 

Wednesday's god 
. Disencumber 
. Musical note 
. Praiseful oration 

! vmE' 

. Require 

. Knssian rulers 

. Behold 



I. He played in "Angel on My Shoulder" 

I. Writing instrument 
I. Scotch cap 
L Persia 

!. He plaj-ed in "Her Husband's Affairs" 
I. Having definite limits 

i Ruddies 

'. Surpass 

I. Shed vital fluid 

.. Objective rose of T 

■■ Fathoms 

i He played in "The Hucksters" 
I, Made public; 

i. Medicinal cigarette ingredient 
I. Creek letter 



"Secret Life of Walter Mitty" 



75. Hohgoblin 

77, Mr- played in "Northwest Outpost" 

7fL'She plaved in "Lured" 

11. She plaved in "Till the Clouds Roll By" 



DIAMOND IN THE SNOW 

(Continued from page 46) 

"I'll go," Karen volunteered. She hesi- 
tated. "Per — please be careful." 

"Being careful hasn't got us very far," he 
said tightly. "From now on, I'm in favor of 
exploding this whole business so we can 
have some peace." 

There was no time for arguing. Karen 
gave her skis a push, heading for the small 
speck that was Superstition Lodge far in 
the distance. The dark clouds were lower 
now, more threatening. "Low ceiling," she 
thought, jnd remembered the plane dron- 
ing in what seemed lo be the direction of 
Lost Lake. Another question mark. She 
slalomed neatly among the trees and then, 
on the' cleared part of the slope, shot down 
full speed, losing herself in the exhilarating 
run back to the lodge. 

Even before she opened the door to the 
lodge, she knew that it wa3 deserted, that 
not only Stevens had gone but Ward as 
well. As she went toward the wall telephone, 
a mouse rattled under the floorboards. The 
noise made her jump. Still, she was glad 
the men were not there. Especially Ward, 
with his sullen face and small, gleaming 
eyes. She rang the Ski Patrol hradquarters 
at Sunshine Pass; then she wenl lo the 
window to watrh for the others. 

It was then that she saw the tracks going 
Up toward the woods, following the same 
geoeral direction of the tracks made by the 
man who had sent the snow toppling. The 
tracks wobbled clumsily, showing where the 
skis had slipped back under inexpert hand- 
ling. Ward? It couldn't be anyone else. But 
it was mad of him to start out for Snowline 
with another, storm threatening! 

A fine beginning for Uncle Charlie's ski 
resort il a man were killed right at the out- 
set! She could see the newspaper headlines. 
Worse than that, she could see Ward suffer- 
ing alone in some treacherous ravine. No 
matter who he was or what he was up to, 
she could scarcely sil here idly, letting him 
commit suicide. The rest had their hand- 
full, and if she didn't go. Uncle Charlie 
would insist on trying and he was too old 
to take aoother hard trip up those slopes. 

"I can scout around a bit," she said aloud. 
"And then I'll havr something 10 report if 
we have to call the Ski Patrol in for help. 

She strapped on her skis and scanned the 
Lower Cloud slopes for the group she had 
left. Relieved, she saw them coming slowly 
over the nearest rise. Then they were lost 
from view as they swung forward and up- 
ward behind the stables. Snow was stinging 
the air again but she was not worried. Ward 
was so clumsy that it shouldn't be difficult 
for her to overtake him quickly. 

Even her tough, experienced legs began 
to ache as she doggedly followed the man's 
tortuous trail upward. He seemed lo have 
no sense of direction at all. In fart, he had 
lost his counte on Snowline almost alto- 
gether, At this rate, she thought, he'll end 
up miles away at Lost Lake. The slorm 
was growing worse now. the wind snatching 
at her breath and pushing at her slender 
figure. With a wry 'mile, she began to 
break branches to blaze the unfamiliar trail 
back to the lodge. 



She had ) 



i deep 



searching hard to pick up Ward's 
Surely she must be close to him no 
(Cond'nuetf on page SO) 



I again 



DIAMOND IN THE 5NOW 

{Continued from pagt 48) 



with a cry of triumph, she he.nl down, peer- 
ing at the pattern in the snow on the abrupt 
decline. "Bathtubs!" Ward had gone sliding 

i|ii-VD i.l! Ilis: 1 1- 1 1 ■ k . ;ll>il!s.'hin£> :! I' a g | !.< ■ . ] 

trough in his wake. The "bathtubs" were 
scarcely touched by the new snow. He could 
be only a short distance ahead. 

Determinedly, she skied along the "bath- 
tub trail," swooping down into the gloomy 
ravine. Then, wearily and painfully, she fol- 
lowed the new path where he had sidestepped 
up the other side of the ravine. "If I'oan't 
sen him from the top, that's that," she 
panted. With a final spurt of energy she 
came clear of the ravine and stood in the 
full rush of the wind, shading her eyes 
against the driving snow. 

There was a startled grunt at her elbow. 
Karen wheeled. "What a rhase you gave 
me!" she exclaimed, pushing toward Ward. 

Then she stopped, seeing the paper flutter- 
ing in his hands. Per's map! So he had 
stolen it from Per's pocket! Anger flushed 
her face. Then she drew back, realizing 
that Ward had seen her and that the look in 
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"Where are the others?" h 
with fear in his voice. 
She shook her head, numbly 



demanded. 



He slipped the map intc 
smiled, a smile as eold as 
knife. "I'm glad you came, 
company the rest of the way 

"Lost Lake? I thought 



I followed 
—hurt." 
his pocket and 
the blade of a 

to Lost Lake." 



there? Lost Lake. The name drummed in 
her brain. The plane. That was the direc- 
tion in which the plane had seemed to be 
flying. Oh, if only Per or Uncle Charlie or 
someone would see the branches she had 
broken, if only they could pick up her trail 
before the storm buried it completely. And 
would they get the message of the ski pole? 
Or would they never get that far at all — or 
then too late? Had Ward talked about Snow- 
line deliberately lo mislead anyone who had 
been listening? And where did Arthur 
Stevens fit in? 

Through all her spinning thoughts came 
the heavy gasp of Ward's breath at her back, 
Singling with the larger gasps of wind. 
Useless to try to lead him astray. He had 
the map. Anyway, she was now utterly con- 
fused herself. Confused and helpless. 

"To the right.' Ward lurked finally. 

Sagging with fatigue. Karen turned to see 
the rude robin ahead of them, its logs and 
roof almost invisible under the sheltering 
conifers. A door opened at Ward's triple- 
knock and a pale-eyed, bearded man stood 
squinting at them. The pale eyes went over 
her, then to Ward. 

'"What's the girl doing here?" the man 
demanded. 



W„d shoved her i 



ride. "She 



"You think lots of things wrong, missy. 
You and that Norwegian boy friend of yours. 
Okay, I can't wait. Get going." 

"But I . . ." The words died in her throat. 
What an idiot she had been to put herself 
in this defenseless position, face to face 
with a man whose every action should have 
warned her of the danger. Frantically, she 
tried to think of a way to escape. If she 
could get a ski off and 
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after m 




Ward explained. 
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the old n 




," He drew back 




the other 




stare, "I couldn't 


help i 


, Holmes 




it won't be hard 


to get 


rid of he 


if that' 


what you're wor- 



hand moved down her 



ried about." As though to show off to the 
man called Holmes just how easy Karen was 
til handle, he strode to her and seized one 
of her wrists. "Come on. sister. There's a 
nice place in this back room for you." 
ve The grip was like iron and when she tried 
he to twist free, her flesh burned. Karen's im- 
he pulse was to scream, but only the wind 

UTTERLY FANTASTIC SITUATION #17 
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would hear her. She clenched bet teeth while 
Ward dragged her into u cubby-hole adjoin- 
ing the main room and wound a coarse 
thong around her hands. Then the crude 
door slammed behind him and she found 
herself alone. 

Fighting hack the tears, Karen tried to 
think through her panic. How many hours 
had passed since she had left the lodge? 
Where was Per? Where was Stevens? She 
could hear the men talking in muffled tones 
at first, then Holmes' voice rising in anger. 
For minutes, she tried to pull her sweating 
hands free of their bonds but it was useless. 
If only she could get closer to their voices, 
at least. As soundlessly as possible, she slid 
down off the benrh Ward had shoved her 
onto, and crawled toward the door, putting 
her ear against the wood. 

"They're hot on our trail, Holmes," Ward 
was speaking. "There've been five opera- 
tives tailing me. I thought 1 was in the clear 
when I grabbed a train for Snowline, think- 
ing I could reach you from there. Could I 
help it if the train schedules were changed?" 

"Fool!" Holmes accused. "You should 
have laid low." 

"'We'll all he laying low. in jail, unless the 
plane landed here last night." 

"It landed. Johnnie brought in a mine 
of rocks." Holmes:' rhiiir scraped. Heavy 
boots pared the floor. "What are you so 
excited about. Whipple? They've no evi- 

Whipple! Was that why Stevens had 
called Ward "Mr. W"? Operatives, Ward 
bad said. Detectives were called that. 

Ward's voice was panicky. "That's just 
it. They do have evidence. That polo you 
lost in the slide. I tried to get it but a young 
Norwegian there caught me at it." 

Ward was up and walking the floor now 
too. "We got to get the plane going out of 
here. Where's Johnnie? If he made it in 
through the storm, he can make it out." 

Karen heard the door 
creak open and Ward 
yell outside. Another 

faintly from the direc- 
tion of the lake. 



girl?" Holn 

Ward snorted. ' 
as anything. W 
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out the 
le ma oiled 



GAG BY JOANNE SNYDER, 
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Crocket your mittens in hobnail design. 

Mittens 
Made Easy 

A new way to crochet or knit your mittens is 
around a ready-made leather palm by Dritz. 
You buy the palms in pairs at art needle work 
department* at most stores. Send stamped ad- 
dressed envelope for where-to-buy information. 




Crochet your mittens in loop stitch. 




Knit your mittens in moss stitch. 
For free "Mittens Made Easy" instruction 
sheets, please send stamped, addressed enve- 
lope to Nimhle Thimbles Calling Ml Girl,. 
260 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 



TRUE 





Most girls have 4 or 5 "calendar days'' a month ! 

.wing lip ; 



TRUE. With most girls the 
period lusts 4 or 5 days. Hut it's 
perfectly normal if your period should 
last a Few days more or less. The dura- 
s from girl to girl. There is 



Yo. 



t rule. 
'II find a clear e 
d other importa: 



:pla. 



"those days" i 
Liking It." 

This delightful, new book 
with teen-agers everywhere, 
full of smooth tips on poise, beauty, 
and health, lirightly illustrated, Km. 

Modess will send you yotu 
copy — if you mail the coupon heli 



TRUE" ME? 



Different girls require 

different size napkins 
nut. That's why luxury-soft, luxury- 
safe Modess now comes in 3 sizes. 
Modew Regular (blue box) is ideal 
for the average needs of most girls. 
Modest Junior (green box) is slightly 
narrower, for girls of all ages who find 



:i smaller napkin more comfortable. 
Modess Super (orchid box) gives ex- 
tra protection when greater absorh- 
ency is needed. 

All 3 give you the special prMectinn 
of Modess' triple safety shield. 

P.S. Have yriu tried the new. im- 
proved elastic Modess Sanitary licit ? 
It comes in PIN or CLASP style. 




Send today for your FREE copy! 



Please send me, in plain wrapper, a r'RKK 
copy of "Growing Up and Liking It." 



YVONNE 



shoved a piece of puper in from of ine. 

1 wrote my name— "Bill Stevens" — in hold, 
flourishing, and definitely distinctive script. 
I added, '"Loves Yvonne Hamilton." I sav- 
ored each letter of her name as I wrote it. 
In .pa rem lies (is 1 added, "(madly)." I made 
the dota on the i's like litttc hearts and care- 
fully added a eovon-petaled daisy under 

I became aware that the salesman was 
watching me curiously. 

"I'll take it, Yvonne." I said hriskly. 
* He wrapped the pen up, jabbering indul- 
gently, as if he thought he was humoring u 
maniac. As I walked on, I saw out of the 
corner of my eye that he kept looking back 
and forth from me lo (he piece of paper. 
Finally he JUat wiped his forehead with his 
handkerchief and left the paper there. 

said to myself. "Why s] Idn't he display 

'it where everyone can see it?" I pictured 
my graceful ftmviup. Iiwilni it inn. the capable- 
looking slant, the way 1 made my "HV that 
Y'vonne thought wore "cute." 



I thought about Yvonne. Her nnse, short 
and straight and delicate. Her cheeks, soft 
and smooth, with jnsl a hint of rosy pink, A 
piece of lace on one of the counters was just 
the color of her rheeks. I touched it. It 
was soft, feminine, romantic — just like 
Yvonne. 

"May I help you, young man?" 

"Huh?" 1 looked ugain and discovered 
that the lace was attached to a pair of pink, 
lacy step-ins. 

"No thanks," I mumbled, blushing. 

I wondered what Yvonne would My if 
she saw our name., written ihere, together. 
Then I remembered a conversation I'd over- 
heard between her and some other girl. 

"And on the way home Jack curved our 
initials in the street car." the other girl had 
said dreamily. . 

"I don't see what's so romantic aliout that," 
Yvonne aaid. "It always jnsi seems sort ol 

"Oh, don't say that, Yvonne! Haven't you 
any romance in your soul? Why. just think. 
Jack's name and mine together will be im- 
mortalized forever- -well, anyway, until they 
gel new street cars. . . ," 

''Well. I certainly don't think much of 
any fellow who puts my name where every- 
one who goes past see* h.™ Yvonne finished. 
"After all, 1 still have my self-respect." 

''Among other things," I'd said lo myself, 
I thought of her slim waist, her legs, which 

"What she docsn't^know won't hurt her." 
I convinced myself. And surely it couldn't 
hurt her reputation any for people to know 
I was crazy about her. Well, anyway, she 
was hardly likely lo see the "Bill Stevens 
loves Yvonne Hamilton (madly.)" Not in 
a city of two hundred fifty thousand. 

Just to reassure myself. I looked over 
toward lite stationery counler -and choked 
on my Adam's apple. 

Yvonne and another girl wen- approaching 
the counter. 

I leaned on « mannequin in a purple drcs* 
52 Inx support. 



(Continued from page 3!) 

"I beg your pardon," the mannequin said 
haughtily and strode away, drogging behind 
her a little boy who looked at me like he 
thought I was crazy. [ charged like a jet- 
propelled kangaroo toward the girls, knock- 
ing a sack of popcorn out of another little 
boy's hands. 

"Uh, hello, Yvonne," I said casually grab- 
bing them both by the shoulders and whirl- 

"Oh-h! Why. hello. Bill. Goodness, you 
nearly swept me off my feci - literally." She 
smiled and 1 was hypnotized. 

"Uh. well, fmw abuut a coke?" 1 said. 
"You too." 1 added generously to the other 
girl, whom I'd never seen before. 

"We-ell, I don't know." Yvonne looked at 
the other girl. ""Fraid not today. Bill. It's 
Reitflig late and jietty Jean and 1 have a 
lot of shopping to do." She smiled again. 
"1 have to get some stationery." she said. 

My autograph was stil) in plain sight. 

"Stationery? Glug! Stationery? Well, 
gosh, they have sotnji swell stationery at the 




by Inn Fay livotw (Ajre 17) 

There you sat. coldly. 
Little dreaming that I 
Wns planning, boldly, 
To ask you to be my 
Partner in the next dance. 

Had your eyes twinkled 
A wee bil more brightly; 
And your laugh tinkled 
At least faint and lightly— 
I'd have been in a trance. 

But you sat there so sadly 
That I turned about. 
And seeking a chair, gladly 
Sal that dance out. 



The clerk glared at me icijy. 

"Yvonne's awfully particular though," 
Belly Jean explained. "It has to be pink 
with sevcn-pelaled daisies on it." 

"Seven's my lucky number," Yvonne said, 
"and thai way it comes out 'He loves me.'" 
She turned around. "See you. Bill," she said 
over her shoulder. She smiled again, leaving 
me powerless lo move. 

"Why. look, here, Yvonne!" Betty Jean 
exclaimed as she caught sigbl of t'(. 

""Bill Stevens loves Yvonne Hamilton 
(madly.)' Oh-h!" Yvonne began slowly and 
ended with a gasp. 

This time my heart and my Adam's apple 
changed places and I look off In the other 
direction, jumping over a little girl and 
hiding behind two fat ladies. 

I sat down nn ihe floor and iricd tr> get 
my brain lo function normally. 

"Is something wrong, young man?" one 
of the lal ladies said helpfully. "Is tfJbre 
something 1 can do Tor you?" She was a 
sweet motherly -looking woman who un- 
doubtedly had twelve boys my age of her 

"Do?" I said, getting up. "Yeah, do you 



happen lo have a seven-petaled daisy oo you? 
1'ink. wilh long black hair and mysterious 
eyes, and — " 

She seemed to wonder for a minute 
whether 1 had heen bitlen by a snake or had 
escaped from a rest home. Then, she indig- 
nantly hurried off. 

At the dime store I drowned my sorrows 
in four cherry Cokes. 

Il couldn't happen, I told myself. Two 
hundred fifty thousand people, hundreds of 
stores, thousands of counter*, three hundred 
and sixty-five days, and Yvonne had to stop 
at the stationery counter in Toller's today! 

1 ordered another Coke. Lgt'i think this 
thing through. I mid mysell. In the first 
plnce, she might not get mad al all. Bui 
llial "Oh-h" had sounded awfully shocked 
and she had voiced her opinion about public- 
display ol affection. I ordered two more 

In the second place. I told myself weakly, 
she might not recognize my handwriting. 1 
thought of the flourishes I'd written— yes. 
thai nice, bold, distinctive writing; ihe 
"enle" way I made the "H" in "Hamilton." 

I loosened my tie and ordered another 
Coke, In the third place, maylie she never 
had given a hang about me. Maylie she'd 
had a' date for the dance for the last week. 
Nice though). Nol that (hot mattered now. 

As my eyes wandered vaguely around the 
dime slore, I saw" a beautiful hunk of long, 
black, silky hair. Oh — no! Fate must be 
completely against me today. I finished my 
Coke in one gulp, slopping it on my lie. 
threw a half dollar on the counter, and hid 
behind a post a few feet away from Y'vonne 
and Belly Jean. Of course they would be 
talking about me. 1 thought, and I might as 
well hear ihe worst now. 

Yvonne was giggling. "''Bill Stevens loves 
Yvonne Hamilton (madly).' Don't you think 
he's awfully gooil-looki ng. Betty Jean, even if 
he is a little crazy? He's so funny — espe- 
cially when he gets nervous and liis hair gets 
mussed up and he unties his tie." 

I yanked indignantly at my tie and tried 
tn brush some of the hair out of my eyes. 

""And listen, Betty Jean, Jerry asked me 
to the dance and I turned him down be- 
cause I've been hoping Bill would ask me. 
He's one of those people ynu can't tell about, 
and I burdly dured hope he'd want to take 
me to a big dance, but— well, it just must 
have been he that wrolc [his. but I certainly 
can't imagine why." She looked nt a piece 
of paper in her hand and smiled. "That's 
all the more reason why Til just die if he 
doesn't ask me." She smiled (bat fascinating 
smile again and sighed. 

I went into anolher dime store and ordered ^ 
n chocolate malt. Double thick. "Jerry" oh-' 
vionsly referred to Jerry Phillips, who is 
just 'about the most drooled-over boy in the 
city, according to all the hen sessions I've 
overheard. I decided to put off asking 
Yvonne until the day before the dance. Let 
her worry a litlle. After all. I'm a man of 
distinction. Not just anyone. 

I took out my red pen with green and 
brown spots and wroto "Bill Stevens loves 
Yvonne Hamilton (madly)" On three nap- 
kins. I put a seven-petaled daisy under 
Yvonne's name each time. Seven ia my lucky 
number and it comes out, "She loves me." 



SOPHISTICATION 

{Continued from page 3!) 



havr a good time. Just remember la ail as 
ultra-ultra, as you look. And no jive talk, 
please. Rememlier, you are with men of 
twenty-two, not hoy> of seventeen.!' 

"'Don't worry about me, Cyn. I go to the 
movie*. I can be old and worldly too." 

The ringing of the doorbell interrupted 
and as she look one final look into the mir- 
ror, she murmured. "This is it, I (tuess." 

Walking down the stairs, she tried to 
■i casually at her date. He was not an 
good- loo king as Tommy, but Nancy thought 

Supreme deal. How terribly different fnfm 
Phil he was! How glad she was to be going 
our with someone older, more experienced. 
She knew she would hove a good lime. 

Of course she didn't have anything in com- 
mon with Bob. she realized after the initial 
conversation had brought them to a stand- 
still. She couldn't tell him about the new 
Goodman record she bud just bought- But 
after all, why should she want to talk about 
those things, when she was trying >o out- 
grow them? There must lie other topics 
'they could meet on. After all, she was in- 

The pnrty was at Joan Flanders' house. 
As ihey walked in the doni, Nancy's skirt 
. got caught in her sandal, causing her to trip. 
Perhaps no one had noticed. Oh. hut Boh 
had. His eyes clearly said. "You clumsy 
child, what a fool you've made of me." Phil 
would hove laughed and tensed her to ease 
the tension, liut with Bob it was different. 

Once inside, the excitement of meeting 
Cynthia's friends made her forget the slightly 
unpleasant incident. Joan, the hostess, cooed, 
"Why. this can't be little Nancy, Cynthia's 
kid sister. My, bow grown-up you look, 
dear." Nancy cringed. She was probably 
annoyed at having someonu at her party who 
was not one of her own crowd. 

Nancy wanted lo run. How silly— hadn't 
she wanted lo come? The band liegan play- 
ing and couples drifted ontn the floor. She 
regained her composure as Boll asked her 
to dance. Only then did she realize that 
Iter dancing was not like, nor as good as, 
Bob's. She was a typical jitterbug — "never 
play a record if it isn't reel" had been her 
motto. Hers and the gang's. She wished now 
that they were here. They would make her 
feel related and natural. 

"Oops, pardon me— my fault." That was 
the third time their feci had become inter- 
twined. And it was her fault. He was nice 
and polite about it. bin glancing up at him, 
she saw him frantically looking about the 
room. Looking fur soinelmdy to cut. hut 
nobody will, she thought. 

"Having a good time, Nancy?" He was 
smiling at her now, smiling al the little 
baby. Do you like your green and pink 
lnllipop, that's wbaL be should have asked 
me, she thought/ A bright new lollipop for 
a good tittle girl who was lired of her other 
toy*. But nov%jhe little girl wanted her toys 
back — -she had tasted the lollipop and she 
didn't like it, and she wanted her toys. 

Later, much Iptcr, when she had stepped 
out of the "smooth" black dress and had 
flung herscIT onto her bed eihausted, she 
liegan to turn over in her mind the things 
thst had hopnened lhat evening. Why hadn't 
she hid a good time? Why? Was she really 



as young and naive as Cynthia's friends 
seemed lo think, or was it just that they re- 
membered her in days when she was young 
and naive? Would she have heen any more 
glamorous and alluring if the people at the 
party hadn't known her before? Why can't 
I grow up? she thought. Do I always have 
to be with Phil and ihe gang, and act just 
as young and crazy as they do? 

And then suddenly she began to under- 
stand, to see that Phil and the rest were 
not always going to be as they now were. 
That Cynthia and her friends had all gone 
through the same stage. It was natural. 
It was right. And in a few years Nancy 
would look at 1'hil and' the others and be 



surprised, surpiiscd because ihey had grown 
up and were as smooth and an 'harming U 
Boh and Tommy and Cyruhia were. 

She reached up and turned out the ligbl, 
content and happy now, not worried because 
she was ton young for Cyu's crowd, but glad 
because she had her own crowd. She would 
be one of them, just as she had nlwaya been, 
until the time came for them all to change, 
all together. 

Her door opened a crack. "Have a good 
time?" Cynthia's voice whispered. 

"Oh yeah, fine lime. Cyn. 1-et's talk tboul 
it tomorrow, huh? I need my sleep "cause the 
gang is coming over early to hear lhat MW 
James record I just bought." 
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INTRODUCING GORDON MacRAE 
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When you set out to be a success it helps 
to have two strings to your bow. Like 
a rich baritone plus acting ability. Those 
■re twin reasons why Gordon MacRae's com- 
ing along bo fine. Radio, mage, recordings, 
and now he's sinned up with Hollywood, too. 
So better leave a few blank pages in your 
MacRae scrapbook to hold the many more 
press clippings coming up. 

"Mac" land if you've been accenting the 
last half of his name, don't— the Mac gets 
its full share) didn't realize his was a double- 
decker talent when, after finishing at Deer- 
held Academy seven years ago, he set oul for 
New York on a "Broadway or Rust" safari. 
He meant to ma kit his mark as an actor. 

But when he joined the cast of the Mill 
Pond, L. I,. Playhouse, two things happened. 
His fellow actors enjoyed his off-stage sing- 
ing so much thry encouraged him to do 
something about it. And he met Sheila 
Stevens, one of the cast. 

"She didn't like me," Cordon MacRae 
says. (P.S. She does now. She's been Mrs. 
Mac for six years.* But she joined in telling 



> glTC 



i char. 



Same advice his father 
years ago. 

"When you feel like singing, sing," his 
father told him one time when be heard 
Gordon giving oul with the melody as he 



you are. People like to hear il." 

So when he left Mill Pond for Radio 
City— to guide tourists around NBC studios 
—that's what Gordon MacRae did. Now and 
again he'd go off by himself where he 
wouldn't bother anyone and let that voice go ! 

Result: He was overheard, he was hustled 
off to see Horace Heidi, he was signed us 
featured vocalist with Heidi's dance band. 

,He toured with Heidt until September, 
1442. when be was signed for the part nf 
Tommy Arbucklc in "Junior Miss" on 
Broadway. 

When Frank Sinatra left his CBS sustain- 
ing program to go into a commercial show, 
Gordon MacRae was chosen to replace him. 
Didn't last long, though — he'd volunteered 
for the Army Air Force find they whisked 
him off to be a second lieutenant, ferrying 
the lead navigator plane for a Troop Carrier 
Command unit. 

Back in civilian life again, be returned to 
his CBS program and then went to the 
Broadway musical. "Three M Make Ready," 
where he had the singing lead. Followed — 
his "Teen Timers" program over NBC, and 
a CBS show called "Troubadour-47." 

This past summer he began recording for 
Capitol Records. Mac likes to sing the old 
standards, he says, and you'll always find 
them among his recordings. For instance, 
there's "I Understand," coupled with "I 
Still Get Jealous"; "Body and Soul" with 
"A Fellow Needs a Girl." Among his newer 
ones are "Just One More Chance," "I Sur- 
render, Dear," 'Tn Yours," and "At the 
Candlelight Cafe." 

When we talked with him up in the 
Capitol studios he had just returned from 
Hollywuod, where he had signed a seven- 
year contract with Warner Brothers, and 
was making plans to move his family west. 
The MacRaes have two daughters. Meredith, 
who is three and a half, and Heather Alison, 
who just graduated to a one-candle cake. 
"Family" to Gordon MacRae also means 
Cinder, the King Charles spunicl, and Butch, 
the cat. He has high hopes of finding a 
lovely spot to build on oul in Hollywood, 
and that house is going lo be a real home. 



MUSICAL RAINBOW 

Colors of the rainbow are favorite song topics, and the 

mention a color. See if you can get a perfect score o 
you name the song: ' 

Blue — „ Purple 

Gre*o .._ Black .. 

Brawn , I, IJIac .. 



are many popular song titlfcs thai 
this quiz. I'll give you the color; 



(Answers on page SB) 



I RECOMMEND TO YOU . . . 

Frederic Chopin, His Story and His 
Mimic, narrated by the familiar voice 
of Arnold Moss (Vox), was recorded 
especially for teen-agers. Besides being 
musically instructive, this album is in- 
teresting und very beautiful. 

Ask Duke Ellington, Stan Kenton, or 
Mel Torme iheir favorite piece of music 
and the answer will unanimously be, 
"Daphne and Chloe." That's iheir ver- 
sion of Ravel's Daphnis el Chloe, Suite 
One which the San Francisco Symphony 
has recorded (RCA-Victor). This is an 
album the whole family will enjoy for 
a long lime. 

If you've heard The Whistler, a mys- 
tery show on the radio, you'll recognize 
the whistled theme recurded on the 
(Capitol) disc of the same name. Sam 
Donahue gives ihe new tune a catchy 
arrangement, hacked by the famous 
Indian song Red Winn. 

If you're a Jimmy Durante addict, 
you'll know that he's the only one 
around today who could he The Guy 
Who Found The Lost Chord (MGM). 
This plalter is a lypical Durante and 
delightful. Play il when you have the 
gang over for an evening. 

Some lime ago, four very fine pianists 
banded togelher to herome America's 
First Piano Quartet. RCA-Vietor has 
signed, sealed, and finally delivered 
■his quarlet playing the Second Hun- 
garian Rhapsody on two sides of a 
twelve-inch disc. The Rhapsody is 
played with finesse and grandeur and 
is thoroughly enjoyable platter matter. 

Pass That Peace Pipe is a new 
novelty that's going lo set your ears on 
fire. It's tricky, it's catchy, it's nully. 
Beryl Davis. England's gift to the 
States (ask the 'fellows about that) 
gives the melody and lyrics the right 
swing and sway and assures HCA-Vic- 
tor a sure-fire hit. 
ADDED ATTRACTIONS: 
Intermezzo and Laura — Paul Weston 

and Orchestra (Capilol) 
They're Mine, They're Mine and / Told 

Ya I Loved Fa—The. Soft Wings 

(Majestic) 
7"uio Loves Have I an# / Never loved 

Anyone— Perry Como (RCA-Victor) 
Those Things Money Can't Buy and 

Now He Tells Me— King Cole Trio 

(Capitol) 

Civilization and Those Things Money 
Can't Buy— Hay McKinlcy (Majestu'l 

A Tune For Humming and My Blue 
Heaven— Eddy Howard (Majestic) 
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You'll find out whan you road THUNDERBOLT HOUSE by 
Howard Pease in this new — 
6 VOLUME LIBRARY OF BOLD, BREATH-TAKING MYSTERIES FOR TEEN-AGERS 

TEEN-AGE MYSTERY CLASSICS 




thai are packed with dra 
been walling for! 



Here's your dish if you go for exciting, thrill-packed reading! 
Six full-sized books, each conloining a hair-raising, fast-moving 
mystery yarn written in the exciting, sparkling style that every 
teen-ager likes so well! 

You'll thrill a thousand limes over at each daring plot unfolds, 
laying bare a series of thodowy intrigues shrouded by deep, 
baffling mystery — unraveling ingenious, bewildering dues — 
building up to o spine-tingling, exciting climax. 

No matter which one you pick up first, once you've started 
reading it, you can be! you won't want lo put it-down until 
you've finished. And you'll read them over and over again — 
each lime discovering new, breathless thrills, reliving moments 
and brimming with adventure. They're the mystery books you have 



SPECIALLY SELECTED FOR TEEN-AGERS 



>f titles. They 



These novels were chosen by o jury of teen-age book experts fron 
know the reading tastes of teen-agers and who) they looked for first, were stor 
outstanding in the mystery field — written in such a way that the suspense ond action is main- 
tained from beginning to end. Then, they made sure that they would be welcomed in every home 
os valuable additions to the family library. The result is 6 intriguing volumes which every teen- 
ager will be eager to read — proud to own. 

MAKES A SUPER GIFT 

Your friends would be tickled pink to get all or one of these swell books as a 
birthday or graduation gift. They'll remember you every lime they read them. Since 
the books are not numbered, one set can moke six gifts or be given as a unit. Make 
some teen-ager happy by mailing the coupon today. And while you're at it, drop a 
gentle hint that this is a gift you want too. 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 



FREE APPROVAL OFFER 
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before the rould launch into thr scolding 
hi- half expected, Barry quickly unfurled a 
large rull of paper drawings with which 
hti pocket hnil been bulging. 

'Here are ihr plans. Mom." he said ex- 
■ lledly. "Look what she'll br like when I—" 

"Silly." kit said. "I fWl sec 

in ■ Ik- dark. Come on in the kitchen and 
"how me. I'm f rn hi Missouri." 

While his molhrr poked into pans on the 
■tnn\ ll.ii r-. unfolded several pieces of 
Upawtfta* paper. laden With pencil draw- 
itigs, and spread ihem lovingly across the 
lop of the kilrhrn table. His mother came 
mid 1 ■ ■ - r ■ c over hi* shoulder la look. Ilr 
didn't really expert her la understand 
Parents were notably Unimaginative. Rot 
hr huped the enlhusiasm in his voire mighl 
,on\ey more than his inadequate drawing- 
did Though she might nol iv able lo see 
ill,- finished proline! as he did. she might 
possibly catch on to how mm h the thing 
meant 10 him. To own his own rar at last! 
And what a haul 

"You nee." he caroled happily, "here's 
where the heater goes. The radio hero. 
And this is the aerial. And look at the 
fenders. Aren't I hey dillies?" 

"Oil I ics, indeed." she agreed. "It ha" 
porti bill tie*, an they say about bouses, bin 
Iherr will he a great deal of work to do. 
And what." she asked, "is your intention 
regarding this so < a lied rar oner you have 
sr. om pushed making it into a ear, which 
this douhlful to my dull mind?" 

Barry folded up his drawings unhappily. 
Il wa« melee, you couldn't make them per. 
Rut hr*d show them yet, he would. Hr 
lurched out of his chair anil regarded the 
Urn calendar on the inside of the bark door 
with a calculating eye. 

"Well." he said, "this is the 18th of Octo 
her. Our Winter dance at school is on the 
last day of January, and I'm going to have 
her in shape for lhat." 

"You mean that your infatuation for cars 
has become so deep thai you are taking a 
Rnick to a' dance instead of a girl?" 

Hurry looked as -eornfnl as it was possible 
for anyone with such a short noac to look. 
" n taking thr Ruiek and n gil l " 



"Who: 



Ind i 



"Henrirlla. of ■ oiirse," said Barrv with 
gieal palicnre. "Hrr lust name in Martin 
and she live* in Wr»l|>ort. Anything else?" 
he inquired polilrlv. 

"Yes." his mother replied. "Why is il 
suddenly necessary to work your>ieir into 
a hilhrr In achieve the well-nigh impossible; 
In furnish u chariot for this particular 
Cinderella?" 

Hniiy inspected hi- fingernail*. "Because." 
he said. "Pete Williams has a modrl A im.l 
it has cvciytbing. Il has a horn that plays 
"How dry I am.' another horn lhat plays 
'The Volga Boatmen.' and one lhat just says 
'Beep.' It's got six wheels, sit lights count- 
ing I wo tails and a fog light and a brain 
light It'a gut a radio, beater, windshield 
defroster and seven raccoon tails and an 
Anici ir.ni Hag. 1 1 - -mimlli .1 ri> I ,1 - shai .ind 
Hank love* lhat cai like it was hrr own." 



"So you wish to produce something 
dreamier for her to love. Rut wouldn't it be 
more sensible to Ironsfer her affections in 
some way lo yourself? I'm sure you are 
more dependable than that thing in the 
backyard. After all, if a car breaks down, 
love ran die quickly. Whereas if you break 
down, ynu inspire a solicitude that is al- 
legedly nkin to love," 

"That's all too deep for me." said Barry 
simply. "All 1 know is that 'that thing in 
the !>aikyard' is going to be something out 
o! this world when I get done. And Hank is 
going to Fall for it like a tree in a wind- 
In the lime lhal followed, there was a 
gieal deal of grease on the bathroom towels 
and under Barry's fingernails. There was 
n il little homewoik of on academic nature 
and tbrre was an unwonted amount of social 
lite in the Whitneys' backyard. Nearly every 
day one or more of Barry's cronies would 
drive into thr yard with bales of sheet metal 
or stacks of outsize tires slowed in thr backs 




of their Jalopies and the thumping* and 
hammerings from the vicinity of (be garage 
were constant and determined. 

Finally, ihe day of the dance arrived and, 
with In- chariot panting lo play Cupid in 
all ils fire-engine glory, Barry ; "■ 'he fin- 
ishing touches on himsrlf. Slicking his hair 
carefully out his head, he slared lienignly 
at the reflection lhat stared benignly al him, 
Satisfied at la*l thai he Mai a fitly handsome 
pilot for he- handsome cat. he Mumbled 
down the kill hen stairs ;ind out tin- back 
door. He, found bis mother standing beside 
ihe dreamboal. inspecting it curiously. 

"Nice." she admitted. "But whai about 
a windshield? Won't it lie drafty?" 

"t .iouldn't get one," Harry said briefly. 
"But it'a all right. I'm taking a couple of 
blankets. Besides, the heater works." 

"Yes. but what chance does it have against 
all ouldoors?" Mrs, Whitney inquired. 

Harry ignored that one anil with an airy, 
"Guess I'll blow," heaved himseli into the 
li«iiirm.iJe seat. 

"All right," bin mother said "But, Hairy. 

call me when you get to Hank's. Jusl so I'll 
know. You can reverse charges." 



|t was two full hours before Barry go! a 
rhanre lo call his mother and when he did. 
hr had all he could do lo keep his grief 
frcm showing, F.vcrything had gone so beau- 
tifully. The dreamboal had actually sur- 
vived the trip lo Weslpon. With some minor 
delays, to be sure, but tbnt didn't worry hini. 
Whiit really fouled ii|i llir situation was tilul 
he found PaU Williams, minus his car. true, 
but complele wirfi sardonic eye. at Hank's, 
ready and willing to born in on Harry's dale. 

"Pete's going to ride over with us." Hank 
explained. "He's loaned his car to his 
brother lor the night." 

"()h. fine," wan the best lhat Harry coubi 
muster. Then he wenl lo call his mother 

"Mom," Barry said, trying lo concentrate 
on things to be happy ahoul. I made it. 
I'm here and' We're leaving for the danrr. 
And Mom," he added in a sibilant whisper, 
"ahe thinks the dreamboal is wonderful!" 

"Hut what took you so long?" Mrs. Whit- 
ney wailed. "It's only a half-hour's drive 
over ihere and you've liecn gone two whole 

"Flat tires," Rarry said loftily. "Nothing 
much, really. Had six." 

"Six flat lire*," his mother said weakly. 
"Rui Burry, there are only four wheels on 
the car!" 

"I know." hr replied. "Two went flat 
twice. Look, Mom, I gotta go now." 

"All right, dear," she said. "Thanks fui 
calling and 1 hope you won't have any more 
trouble." 

Hul bis mother's hope didn't even begin 
to br a reality. His car died just exactly 
halfway between Westport and New Canaan 
a! half-post nine lhat uight. and not even 
the knowing and loving surgical hands that 
Rarry applied could bring it hack to life. 

What Rarry would have, in a lighter mo- 
ment, termed "ihe snafu" would have been 
hard enough to bear under ordinary eircum-* 
atam-r-. but with Pete William-— the proud 
possessor of a ear that ran — in low, his 
liingur all loo ready with venomous barbs, 
it was hideous in the extreme. 

"Ah. why don't you get a horse." Pele 
said hitingly. white Barry was still messing 
hopefully under the hood, "Or a bicycle 
built for three. At least we'd gel somewhere." 

Barry was quile beyond answering him. 

After three-quarters of an hour during 
whieh everv iota of his mechanical knowledge 
had bem tried and had failed. Harry knew 
himself to be a ruined man. 

"Hank," he said regretfully, "gee, I'm sorry, 
But why don't you and Pete go on to the 
danre'f Yon ran hook a ride, maybe, and 
' I'll romr along later if I can gel ihia thing 

"lewd idea," Pele said with such com- 
plaisance that Barry wondrrrd brirfly if 
fete could possibly have engineered ihr 
breakdown. "Besl idea you've had, my lad," 
he added, and. turning lo Hank, he said, 
"Come on. Honk. Leave us get going." 

-Soinelhing tightened around Barry's heart 
a- he watched Hank's mouth forming words 
to reply. If shr hadn't looked so lovely in 
bet new white evening dress; if she hadn't 
had such a breath! uki ugly soft, red mouth 
i.iih which lo say what he knew she had lo 
say, il wouldn't have been so hard for Rarry. 
Rut she did and it was. And for ihe second 



before she spoke Barry felt he could not 
watch her fare as she sail] it. So hp turned 

But he turned back again quickly and a 
smile lit his whole face. For she had said, 
clearly and distinctly, "No, Pete. You go. 
I'll stick with Barry. After all, he's my dale." 
Of course, it was only loyalty, pure and 
simple, and Barry knew he ought l" argue 
the point, to insist that she go with Tele. 
But just this once, his heart said, Let me 
keep my mouth shut. So he said nothing. 
And Pete left them, and he and Hank sat 
silently on the running hoard wondering 
what to do. 

"It's a no-good deal," Barry said into the 
frosty January night. "You should have gone 
with Pete. Or, better still, we should have 

"It's all right," Hank said quietly, but 
Barry heard the sadness in her voice and he 
knew it wasn't ail right. Somehow he would 
liuve to get her to that dame. Or home. 
They couldn't just sit this way on a stalled 
ear. But what eould he do? He didn't have 
the price of a taxi even if he'd known where 
to call one to this remote spot. And Pete 
1 had taken the only ride that had gone by 
in nearly an hour. Barry groaned inwardly, 
knowing that he should have sent Hank off 
with Pete. 

"Old 'get -a- horse' Pete!" Barry murmured 
ungrily, half lo himself. Get a horse, in- 
deed. Why . , . And then the idea exploded 
in his brain! Why not get a horse? By 
golly, Minium's stables were on this very 
road and old man Minturn knew Barry well 
enough to charge it lo him, and unyway it 
wouldn't lie half as eipensive as these coun- 
try taxi* nt three dollars a dtp. Why, he 
could get a horse and buggy for no more 
than u dollar at the outride, and they would 
get lo the dance after all. He grabbed 
Hank's hand. 

"Come with me." he said and led her 
toward lights he could see through the trees- 
It was just there that Barry's luck began 
to change, and about time, too, he thought. 
The occupants of the house he and Hank 
approached were very polite and sympathetic 
and didn't object Lit nil fri his using the phone. 
Mintimi chuckled on the telephone when 
Barry explained his pbght and added to his. 
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lowed enough l>y [he ndp lo fill a "lark." 
and lie was spirited enough bv the experience 
in reply to Pete William*'' «nm»>ti<-. "So 
you made it," with round--.y!!ab[ed inno- 

"Certainly. You said gel a banc, so we 
did," 

Lulled into a false sense of security l>y 
the fart that, instead of llie i r - ill-- of de- 
rision he expected from his schoolmates, he 
found there was grudging admiration in 
their whoops of greeting, he didn't even 
notice that the cloud of calamity he'd hcen 
si ni gg ling under all evening was still with 
him. flopping happily around the floor with 
Hank in his arms, he failed to notice that 
the wolf pack was closing in, with Hole Wil- 
liams well in the lead. 

With the ominous sound oi the word "cut" 
in his ear, Barry relinquished Hank to Pete 
with a sigh and retired to the stag line to 
sweat out the shortest possible decent in- 
terval until he could cut hack. When he 
did, the beauty of the night faded and he 
saw right away that snafu had set in again. 
Pete immediately informed him. 

"Look, Barry. I'm calling my brother to 
bring my car over here so 1 can take Hank 
home. It'll take centuries in that contrap- 
tion you brought her in. It's a favor I'm 
doing you." 

"Yeah." Barry said, watching Hank's face 
and trying to keep his heart from making a 
crash landing. Because Hank had that dewy- 
eyed look she always got about Pete's car. 

Obviously, her loyalty to Barry as her date 
bad been paid in full by the buggy ride and 
there was nothing more be could expect, 
Somehow he got through the fog of despair 



that was the rest of the evening and man- 
aged to say goodnight to both Hank and 
Pete with a cordiality that spoke highly for 
his histrionic abilities. 

Morosely, bent almost double in the single 
sent of the buggy, Barry stared into the dark- 
ness ahead, listening portly lo the rreaking 
of the ancient wheels and partly to his own 
voice as he talked to the horse. 

"We were so happy, too, Dobbin. That's 
what hurts. Why, I gave her the best months 
nf my life, building the dreiimlmnt. And just 
because one little thing goes wrong, once, 
and the thing won't go. she goes oh* into the 
night with Pete. Never put your faith in a 
woman, Dobbin, they'll sell their souls for 
a mesa of raccoon tails every time." 

Home, he unhitched Dobbin, whose nomr 
was probably Charlie, stabled him in the 
garage, and sadly went to bed. 

His mother was basting the Sunday roast 
when Barry slid downstairs at eleven the 
next morning. 

"Hi," she said. "Have fun?" 

Barry poured cereal in a bowl and mum- 
bled, "Went home with Pete. Got hie 
brother to bring the car for them." 

"Who? You? Hank?" his mother asked 
in short, exasperated syllable-. And added, 
"Barry, for heaven's sake, make sense!" 

"Hank, of course," he said miserably. 

His mother grieved for only a moment. 
Then she said, "Possibly I don't realize good, 
but isn't what 1 see in the vicinity of our 
garage a buggy? Am I allowed lo ask how 
this acquisition on your part came aboil!? 
Am 1 permitted to know what became of that 
large and beloved creation of yours, namely. 
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the dreamboal you left in last night?" 

Barry ran fingers through his tumbled 
hair. In his voice there was a vast weariness. 
"Stalled," he explained. "Minium rented 
us a horse and buggy. That's how we got 
to the dance.- But Pete said it would take 
too long to drive Hank home in it, so he 
took her. In his bee-yoo-ti-ful car." 

"So," his mother nodded. "You now have 
the small matter of a horse to return and a 
car to tow. Do you know how much tow 
trucks cost, Barry?" 

"Yeah," he nodded, munrhing. "I'll pay 

"You never have yet," his mother said 
mildly. 

Barry's head lifted suddenly like a dog's 
with a fresh scent. A dull roar in the dis- 
tance that had in it intermittent sputters 
rang like a clarion in his ears. 

"Ho-lee," he said, pushing his chair back 
so suddenly that it fell over. "Sounds like 
something." 

"It does indeed," his mother agreed and 
went with him to look out the front window. 

Coming up the road, under its own ques- 
tionable power, was the dreamhout, with 
Hank at the wheel. Grinning and waving 
to them, she drove into the Whitney drive- 
way and stopped three feet behind the buggy. 

Barry dove out the door to meet her and 
"Hey" was all he could say. 

"Since I am the first woman to cross the 
plains nf Westchester in a 1124 Buick, no 
doubt you want to know how I did it," Hank 
said blithely, jumping down from the Car. 

"Sure," Barry said. "But you didn't fix 
it yourself. If you did I'll break your head. 
Because then you could have fixed it last 

"In my new evening dress?" she inquired, 
"No, of course I didn't St it. It was Dad. 
You see, he knows all about cars and I knew 
he could fix it. That's why I rode home with 
Pete last night. So I rould get Dad to take 
me out and fix it this morning early, And 
then I could drive it over to you, see?" 

Barry did see. But for once he was em- 
barrassed. "Bui, dimwit; you don't have to 
go around picking up my pieces." 

"I know it, goon," she said. "The thing 
was I couldn't wail to ride in the dreamboat 

Her eyes traveled lovingly from stem to 
stern of the big, homemade car and Barry's 
breath caught when he saw the starry look 
in her eyes. "How's about we take a ride in 
her?" he asked huskily. 

But Mrs. Whitney had come out of the 
house and she heard him. "Hello, Hank," 
she said casually. "Barry, you take thai horse 
and buggy bark before you set foot off this 
property." 

~Who doesn't make sense?" Barry howled 
ecstatically before be. rlimbed in the buggy 
and directed Hank to the driver's seat of 
the car. "Follow me," he shouted as he led 
the way, sealed proudly in the buggy, at 
about live miles an hour, down the road. 



ANSWERS TO MUSICAL RAINBOW 
.(in Record Raters, page 54) 

Blue— My Blue Heaven, Blues in the 
Night, Under a Blanket of Blue; Green- 
Green Eyes; Brown- /eunn/e B ilk the Light 
Brown Hair, Little Brown Jug; Red— Red 
Silk Stocking* and Green Perfume; Purple- - 
Deep Purple; Black— Black Magic; Lilac- - 
Lilac Time. 



LET'S TALK IT OVER 

{Continued from page 34) 

Mrs. Mclntirr: This is a touchy 
I don't al all thai a boy's mother 

should go with you on 'Hate*. However, in 
fairness to the boy you should be under* 
standing. as it musl be as awkward for him 
as for you. Your only solution, as I sec it, 
U to be so thoughtful and nice to the mother 
thai she will frel it's unnecessary for her 
to go along to watch over her son. 
Peggy: If the boy lins any backbone at nil, 
he will tell his mother in a nice way thut 
that sort of ihing isn't done, and that it's 
embarrassing lo him as well as the girl. Rut 
if he won't. I'd slop seeing him. 



Mrs. Mclntirc: That depends greatly on 
the, individual girl. Generally, I think she 
should be at least 16 before she goes out 
with a boy alone. Before that, in my opin- 
ion, it's belter for young girls and hoy* lo 
attend parties in groups. 
Pc||y: I think it's a good idea for boys 
and girls lo go in movies and parties in 
groups from the lime they are ehildren, but 
I don't believe they should date hoys alone 
until they arc at least IS. 

How can you break off with n boy with- 
out hurting hi- Feeling.- after going steady 
with him? 

Mrs. Mclnlirc: This is another instance 
when it depends on the individual case. You 
could break off gradually by finding excuses 
when he asks you lo go out. On ihe other 
hand, it might be kinder to tell the boy 
frankly thai you don't want to go steady 
with anyone al this time. 

Peggy; Here, again, diplomacy is needed. 
I would tell the boy that while you still like 
him and would like lo see htm, you don't 
wanl lo go steady with anyone whi'e you're 
so young. Assure him that il isn't anything 
personal against him and ynu would like to 
dule bun. But lhat you would also tike lo 
go out with other boys. 

The other young people in my town ihink 
I'm queer and snobbish because all I'm 
interested in is art. I want to bo a great 
artist some day. 1 don'l want to be left 
oul of all ihe fun but that's what's happen, 
ing. What should I do? 

Mrs. Mrlnlire: Your desire lo be a great 
arllst is very commendable, bill don'l lose 
sight of the fact that an artist should know 
and understand people. Try not lo appear 
"arty" with your friend-, but take an in- 
terest in what ihey arc doing. If you cut 
yourself off from the fun lo be had with 
people your own age, you will leave yourself 
open for a great deal of unhappiness. 
Prggr: 1 think you could use your artistic 
lendencics to further your own popularity. 
You could make clever posters when they 
are needed for school alTairs, and could help 
deeorale the gym or hall where dances and 
parties are given. If your school puts on 
plays, perhaps you conld design the clothes. 
I would be careful never to let people think 
you feel you are superior lo ,them in any 
way. You ran study art without letting il 
lake up your whole life. 
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SHOWCASE ENVELOPES — Here's a wonder- 
ful way to keep your blouses and sweaters 
neat and trim in your bureau drawer. Buy 
transparent plastic material by the yard and 
make envelopes — 15 inches long and 12 
inches wide is a good all-around siw— and 
bind them with colored bias tape. Pul one 
or two garment* in eueh envelope uttd you 
won'l have to plough through your drawer 
to rind them. It's a nifty gift idea too. 

Pat Tucker, Massey, Ontario 

THRIFTY AND NIFTY-- If your pullover is 
loo snug, change it into a cardigan. Sli! the 
sweater down the middle of the front and 

contrasting or matching color. Sew on bill- 
ions and make buttonholes. The easiest way 
is lo buy the ribbon that has buttons and 
buttonholes already on it. There are lots of 
colors to choose from and mosl notion eoun- 



FAVORITE FAVORS-Pinc cone birds make 
untuning parly favors and your guests will 
love them. Collect medium-si/cd. well-shaped 
pine cone*, some pipe cleaners, bits of red 
ribbon, lips of either chicken or turkey 
feathers and some small flat piece* of wood 
for the buses. Bend one pipe cleaner in the 
profile of a bird's head and glue it to the 
slem end of ihe cone. If you're making 
hens, roosters or turkeys, use the red ribbon 
for combs and wattles. Glue ihe tip ends of 
feathers lo the other end of ihe rone for the 
tail and make the legs with another pipe 
cleaner. Stick the lops of the leg" in be- 
tween the cone petals and fasten the feet lo 
one of the small wooden bases. 

Judith MtDonough. Denver, Coin, 
ON THE BAG— To brighten up fabric pock- 
etbooks use gaily colored yarns and em- 
broider circles, one inside the other, on the 
outside of the pocketbook using the chain 
stitch. Do the same with your beanie or 
beret. It's most attractive when you use a 
rainbow range of colon, 

Margaret Manter, Trenton, N. ]. 
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If the sleeves of c 
out and ihe rest of the dress is still in good 
condition, buy a yard of suitable printed 
or plain material and replace them with 
dolman sleeves. 

Pauline Dubuii, Montreal, Quebec' 



$1 will be paid for each 
Trick for Teens published. 

Al mm laid before, we wanl new and 
different tricks but the picking! hove bean 
mighty slim of lots because a lot of thsm 
have been the tarn* old thing. We know 
you have loll of "know how" to how about 
trying for some new id*oi7 Winners ore 
chosen for originality and for probable 
interest to other girl.. Addr.s, Trick, for 
Teens, Calling All Girls, 260 Fourth Ave.. 
New York 10, N. Y. All entries became the 
property of CALLING ALL GIRLS and 
cannot be acknowledged or returned. 
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a confab wilh Or. Rogers you Ml i ifht deride 
that medicine isn't the field for you after 
all. Or— you might be more certain than 
ever Morn that it is! Your school nurse 
may suggest a good school for nurses that 
may have escaped the attention of your 
grade advisor. Talk up, ami chalk up: you 
can't lose. 

Above all. don't work yourself into a 
frazzle just : . . .i .. . you don' I know what 
to make your chosen field. Some people 
never decide until they're in iheir last year 
of college. Besides, during the first two 
years in any college everyone takes required 
general courses. Specialization comes later. 

You Musi Apply Enrly 

All right, lei's assume lhat you're a 
junior in high school, in other words the 
class of '49. You should go lo your guidance 
teacher and on his advice, write the regis- 
trars of various colleges for application 
blanks. Your guidance teacher will help you 
to fill them out and return them to the 
college where they will be put on file. 

You don't stop there. You have your ap- 
plication in, and in plenty of time, too. 
you're sure. But early in your senior year, you 
will follow all this up with a letter remind- 
ing the Hoard of Admissions that you filed 
your application the preceding year. 

Toil is a two-way precautionary measure. 
First, your application might have become 
lost or misplaced, mid secondly, the board 
may want additional information filled out lo 
make your application completely active. 
The fact still remains that you applied early 
and should be near the top of the list. 

If yonr average is good and if the per. 
sonality rating your teachers give you is 
favorable, you will be called for u personal 
interview. This personal interview is an 
indication that the college is seriously inter- 
ested in you, and in some instances it is 
almost a sure sign that you will be accepted. 

Notice that term, personality rating. You 
lill out only part of the application. The 
rest is filled out l>v your teachers who score 
you on appearance, cooperation, leadership, 
character, integrity, and so forth. 

So far most of the emphasis in this article 
has been placed on the juniors. It is as- 
sumed that you who are members of the 
class of '4S will lake the same steps im- 
mediately if you haven't already done so. 
Time in your CMC is really at a premium. 
The school year is still young, and a prompt 
application now will make your chances for 
college still good. 

In deciding which college you would like 
lo attend, there are several factors to take 
into consideration: money, scholarship, 
standards, ami type of college. 

Money seems lo rear its ugly head almost 



everywhere — in colleges, too. unfortunately. 
If your funds are limited, it's well to in- 
vestigate and compare the different colleges 
from the financial point of view— or to put 

board point of view. State colleges in New 
York State are teachers' colleges only, but 
Ohio, Pennsylvania, Florida and many others 
have state universities. If your state has a 
college or university, make the most of the 
advantages it offers you. 

If there is a r-ollege in your home lown, 
then naturally you ean live ill buine and save 
on dormitory room and board expenses. Or, 
if you are planning frequent trips home 
during the course of the year, don't pick a 
college so distant lhat it will cost you a 
small fortune each time. 

The nest gremlin is scholarship standards. 
If you have over an 85 average in all sub- 
jects, you should have no difficulty. How- 
ever, the closer your average is to the 99 
and 44/100 mark, the bigger and better your 
chances. There are some colleges, however, 
that will admit students on a 75 per cent 



JABBERWOCKY AND JIVE 

PROM DATA 



MONDAY 

Wanted: One boy 
Tall and dark, 
.Must own a jalopy; 

Never sloppy. 

A bid to the prom 

When it 

Comes along; 

An orchid corsage 

Persiflage. 

WEDNESDAY - 

Would like: Any ma 
However weak. 
That he can dance 
Is what 1 seek. 

Not a must—' 

As matters stand 

I'll get there or bust 

PROMDAY 

Any date 
Will rate. 



traebei without going to a teachers' col- 
lege. But first lot's distinguish between a 
college and u university. 

A college is a school which offers a liberal 
arts course or specializes in one profession 
and ran give only n bachelor's degree. For 
example. New York Stale College at Albany. 
New York, specializes in preparing boys 
and girls to lie teachers, and teachers only. 
Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute specializes 
in preparing people for various phases of 
engineering. KadclilTi- College, a regular 
liberal arts school, gives a bachelor's degree 
in education. On the other hand, a univer- 
sity is a group nf colleges. For instance, 
Columbia University has a School ol Edu- 
cation, a School of Medicine, a School of 
Law, a School of Engineering, a School 
of Dentistry and so forth— in addition to 
offering a general liberal arts course. There- 
fore, a teacher, a doctor, a lawyer, an engi- 
neer, and a dentist can all he graduated 
from Columbia University. In other words, 
a university is a collection of colleges in 
much the same way that a village is a col- 
lection of bouses. 

completely. As 



rule. 
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dthough ther 
year exceptions. It cannot offer a degree, 
but does issue a certilicale of graduation. 
Some people go to a junior college be- 
cause it acts as a kind of finishing school 
and that is all they want; some people go 
because ihey want further education but 
not four years and a full degree. Others 
attend a junior college with the intentions 
of transferring at the end of thai time 
to an accredited college. 

Your Ciilli-gc Guide 
Still pretty much at sea about what school 
to choose? The "Guide to Colleges. Uni- 
versities and Professional Schools" published 
by the American Council on Education, 744 
Jackson Place, Washington 6, D. C, gives 
lots of valuable information about different 
types of institutions, their courses rft study, 
tuition fees, dormitory facilities, degrees 
offered, special rules and regulations, and 
much more. You'll probably find lhat your 
school counselor lias a copy, and will let you 
use it in deciding on your college-to-be. 

If you have the faintest idea that you . 
might want to attend college, your safe bet 
is a college entrance or academic course 
throughout high school. Make sure you're 
taking enough math, science, and language 
courses before you attempt the el ee lives. 
Don't let yourself be like one girl who 
graduated valedictorian of her class and 
couldn't get into college because somewhere 
along the line she hadn't taken plane geom- 
eery. To err is human, and principals and 
guidance teachers are human. It's up to you 
lo see that in your case they don't err. 

If you keep in touch wilh ihe proper au- 
thorities from time to lime, mistakes like 
ihe above will never happen, and the latest 
information will be al your fingertips. Noth- 
ing on this earth is certain, and al this timn 
of your life, least of all college. A policy 
might vary at a moment's notice. The col- 
lege that accepts on the basis of school 
marks today might demand that its pro- 
spective students take college admission 
exams tomorrow You never know ! 
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anil a son very much 
the counterpart of 
Barry in her atory. 
The Night, the Girl, 
and the Jalopy, are 
three reasons why 
Maryland Nr»- 
ri.mb like* to write 
about young people. 
Others are that she likes "their candor . . . 
their poise, which has in it a great deal ol 
courage; and ... the way they look, whith 
' is clean and natural an the Kunrtv." Born 
in Maryland. che i« the wife of an artist, 
lives in a country home In Westchester 
County, not far from New York. 

From her native 
New York, where 
she was a girl re- 
|K>rter. editor, and 
radio writer, (.in- 
ten Goodrich found 
herself one day 
transplanted to Oak 
Ridge. Tenn., and 
an entirely different 
life. Wife of a research chemist, and mot he 
of two small children, she still manages tc 
get time for writing.* Higli-Sckotil Hangout 
Oak Ridge style, is practically tailored to he: 
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did Aim— and some dny lining something as 
line as his illustration for Serenade for a 
Sennrila. He's just returned from Havana 
to New York and his studio in Greenwich 



All that Maria 
Sander Arlza had 

to do when writ- 
ing Serenade for a 
Senaritu was choose 
which one of her |j 
i harming real-life 
>lories of her native 
Dominii'itn Repub- 
lic she wanted to 
toll, and decide in i 
•even languages she should tell it. The fac 
that she's just become an American cilhwr 
may have decided the latter. And her recen 
visit to Puerta Plata to see her niece, Rhim 
Maria, make her debut was also u factor 





BETTER THAN k„i Mng 

him a sweater ... you'll be a 
"PURL" if you give him VARSITY! 

BETTER THAN cheering him 
on... cheer him UP with VARSITY I 

BETTER THAN baking him 
a cherry pie . . . REMEMBER him with 
VARSITY, (that's cooking with helium!) 

BETTER THAN just "sending" 

. . . SEND him VARSITY I 



The BEST way we know of cementing a friendship, but positively, is to give 
your P.C. (Prince Charming) o subscription to VARSITY— the magazine that 
is to teen-age boys what CAG is to you. 

He'll take to VARSITY like a teener takes to cokes because it speaks his 
language, onswers his questions, gives him facts on doting, grooming, 
popularity, careers . . , everything to make him click with the Crowd. 
But does VARSITY stop there? Not on your life! It also brings him exciting 
fiction by top-ranking authors, the kind of adventure and mystery stories 
that chill and thrill . . . round-ups of sports and stars ... sly cartoons . . . 
suitable-for-framing photos . . . and 'hot-ofT-the-griddle' happenings in the 
world of young men of high school and early college age. 
And, by the way, your stock with Brother will zoom if you introduce him 
to VARSITY tool 



MORE THAN ANY OTHER THOUGHT . 
a special occasion gift or just a consider 
heart, will rote you tops with "HIM"! 
We'll send a gift cord in your name, if 
of the fun. facts and fiction that's in sto 



. your selection of VARSITY as 
reminder that he's close to your 



CLIP AND MAIL COUPON TODAY 



SPECIAL RATE ■ »««"■ 



ON VARSITY ! 

5 MONTHS *1 ; 

Regular Rate | 

1 YEAR *3 I 



) to VARSITY, □ S fnon 



MY NAW(_ 
ADDRESS 
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SERENADE FOR A SENORITA 



donees In any young man. have yon, Rhina 
Maria'/" said her mother anxiously. "No 
young man musl have two. remember: it 
would c ause talk." 

Miina Maria opened her mouth to say of 
course she had not given two dances to any 
young man. Then she -.ml nothing, sud- 
denly not sure. Had Rafael not rolled her 
twice today? Had not lomeont called her 
twice? How terrible it would he i( she had 
given two dances lo one young man. when 
she had not ycl been spoken for. and only 
one's prospective husband should have mote 
than one. For a moment she was afraid: 
then she refused to be afraid. The day was 
too happy for fear. 

"No, Little. Mama." she -aid, '"of course 

But the fear kept nagging at her, and she 
was nol so Hire. A dreadful mistake, if she 
hud somehow made such a one. 

She tossed her head, dismissing the fear. 

For ihe tenth time she looked over all 
she would wear tomorrow night. She wished 
the white dress were not so formal, so com- 
pletely covering; hut it was a traditional 
while, like a communion dress. One did nol 
change it. as one did not paint the while 
rose red. There were bright shoes from the 
United States, with high heels! They were 
her first high heels. There were lipstick, 
rouge, and eyebrow pencils which she dared 



hear it. There were streamers and colors, 
huge rombs under gorgeous mantillas, eve- 
ning gowns copied from evety fashion mag- 
azine in the United States. Rhina Maria 



for 



the error. 

Now came her first big victory. The 
young men of the town swurmed around her, 
asking for ihe dame program which had 
been given her at the door. There were 
Rafael Duarte, Julio Mengcl, Ricardn Ruin, 
Alfredo F.spaillnt, Rmiolfo Henriquez, Ramon, 
Silvern, and a dozen others, all dressed for- 
mally as if they had just stepped out of 
bandboxes. Everybody knew, of course, that 
the young men. too, had been planning all 
these weeks for ihe debut of Rhina Maria. 
The prestige of her father. . . . 

just that," sang her 



net 



after the other 




never been happier, would never be as happy 
again, she was sure. Donna Maria. Rhina's 
gloriously radiant mother, was more pleased 
than anyone else. She did not think of 
serenades: she knew. She did not fear two 
dances given lo one young man: she did 

Nol in til near the end of the celebration 
did Rhina Maria's fear return. Would there 
lie a serenade? There had been no mis- 
takes so far; everything had lieen perfect. 
The ceremony of becoming a woman was 
almost done and soon she would know. She 
would remember always the airs that had 
been played, the drumming of the fnmfturas, 
the scratching of ihe querns, ihe rapping 
paliioi, the maracaji. nol only because she 
loved ihe instrument, but because each 
young man called brr attention to whatever 
was being plnyd .-mil whispered soulfully: 

''I shall remember it always as if it were 



look her program and signed his name after 
the dance she had promised him. "Mavbe 
they like me a little, too. No. Rafael, you 
may nol have a second dance, as you very 
well know. Besides, ihere is no second 
dance for anyone to have. They have all 
been taken for hours, ever since yesterday.'' 
But Rafael had a second donee with Rhina 
Maria. He was an ambitious young man, 
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"Dominican." but it did r 



iniention to be 
was just being 
keep the flattery 



n no longer a child," she kept telling 
, as if unable to believe it. "I am a 
. Yesterday it would have been silly 
nade me. Tonight if 1 am not scren- 
I will he a social calamity." 
as all a great success, ihe food, the 
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also an unheard-ol thing. She could not 
move off the floor, publicly slighting ihem 
both — i' wan simply impossible in Santo 
Domingo ! 

Then was another way out, but il would 
make her a child again, subject to her 
parent! ns nrvrr before: her father or 
mother could step in, lake charge of her 
right on the floor, unci march her away from 
both suitors ! Then everybody concerned 
would feel foolish. 

Just the Mmc, she wished her father or 
mother would rome to the rescue. 

But when she looked at ihem imploringly, 
something that had never happened before 
in all her life happened to her now: her 
l-i ill' i failed her! She had made the error 
or allowed it to lie made; she was a woman 
now and muat extricate herself from the 
dilemma, her father's slight faeadshake said. 

When Rirardo Ruiz would have planted 
himself before them, forcing them to hall, 
she spoke lo him imperiously, as she had 
done many times when all three had been 
children together. 

"It was my mistake. Ricardo." she said. 
"Walk along with us while 1 think of bow 
to correct it without injury to anyone. 
Rafael, you and Rirardo are now my ballet 
partners! Just aa it is in the movies! 
Rafael, we shall turn your bad joke into a 
surprise for everybody, something unex- 
pected. Ricardo. you musf play up and not 
be angry. I shall dance with you both at 
once. Rafael, yrm will whirl me to Ricardo. 
Ricardo will whirl me* bark. Leave the rest 
to me. I shall da Boa as I have never danced, 
you both shall outdo yourselves. Wc must 
mr.ke everyone, especially my parents, for- 
get that ■ grave mistake has been made." 

I v two young men began to grin. Ex- 
citement in their fares took the place of 
anger and chagrin; Rafael spun Rhina 
Maria to Ricardo. There were gasps of sur- 
prise from everywhere and then a clapping 
of hands. Rhina Maria had never danced 
more perfectly. She invented steps she had 
never thought of doing, all graceful, all 
dignified -because she had to — and the ap- 
plause of the merrymakers spurred all thtee 
"ballet" dancers. 

So at the very end. amid applause that 
told all three dancers that a new novelty 
dance, "Rhina Maria's Meringue,' had been 
originated for debuts. Rhina Maria broke 
free, her parents were ready, and the family 
made its escape. Rhina Maria fought to keep 
down the tears as her parents scolded her; 
rather, her mother srolded her, while her 
father did not seem to know whether to 
scold or merely chuckle. He was not a little 
proud that his Rhina Maria had n quirk- 
thinking head on her shoulders. 

' There will be much talk, just the same." 
he said, "t hope with all my heart it will 
be good, not just wild gossip that will do 
harm. One can nevrr be sure. 

"We will soon know if. as Ameriraos say. 
you 'got away with it.' " added Don Rlcurdo. 
"If there is no serenade- ■ . . 

There it was, one of Rhina Maria's fears 
again. Would she be able to think her way 
nut of no-serenade, as she had thought her 
way out of no-second-dance-to-t he-same- per- 

They were home. It was late at oigbl. Il 
was early in the morning. They sal and 
talked and waited, and no one ramr. A half 
hour passed and there came no sound of 
music in the moonlight. An hour passed. 
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Solution in Clnrma-Crotswoid on page 43 
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DON'T TAKE CHANCES 
OF OFFENDING- 

END SODY ODOR FBAR 

THIS MITES WAY 
Why endure strong-smelling 
-i.il>-, when ■ dally bath ' 
with t'uticura Soap leaves A 
you feeling mnipletely 

and confident* HRHfl 

Afterward dust on 
I'uUcura Talcum 
1u deodorize and 
abtorb perspiri- 
llun. Al all drug- 
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"We may ns well retire," said Don Ricardo. 
There was anger in his fare, and Rhina 
Marin knew he felt that he. in the person of 
his daughter, had heen incxrnsahly slighted. 

Rhina Marin, in her nightgown of frills, 
foamy lace and bright ribbons— a woman's 
nightgown— remained awake. There had 
heen no serenade. The party had been a 
huge success until Rafael's stolen dance, 
and now— the world had come tn art end. 

Suddenly she sat bolt upright. 

Out of the night which was so dose to 
morning came the sound of music! It had 
scarcely begun when Rhina Maria realired 
that in-low her window was every single 
player and instrument which bad made her 
dehut an event never to be forgotten I There 
were the clacking pniitos. the gcralehing 
quires, the rattling maracus, the grumbling 
twwfcutui, the violin and the guitar. 

Rhina Maria rose, peered through the 
jalousies. Instantly her mother was at her 

"Do not show a light, do not open the 
window. That would be the aet of child- 
hood, and you are now a lady. You may 
listen, you may give no sign." 

Still, through the jalousies, she could : 



danced was there to serenade her! Her fejir 
returned v[hen it came lime for the last one. 
for in it there wu- an explosive— if Rafael 
and Ricardo had become angry during ihc 
last hour or two. Small things caused gieal 
damage sometime- in Santa Domingo. 

Then her heart lifted — fnr there were 
Rafael and Ricurdo. side by side, singing 
the song to which the three of them had 
danced. Her mother exclaimed with delight. 

At last Don Rlcardo. in his dressing gown, 
trying not to look proud a.s a peacock, try- 
ing to behave grumpy and sleepy, opened the 
door to the serenaders. None of ihe Indie? 
might he present, and Rhina Maria dared 
not even sneak downstairs to listen. Rut 
Donna Maria told her what would happen. 

"He'll shake hands with each of them.'' she 
said, "fnr the tenth time tonight. The ser- 
vant^ will bring in something to drink. 
There will he many courtesies, many bow- 
ings and scrapings, For your father is a man 
tonight, ynu > 
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igain. careful nt 
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music, ihey played was the very first pier 
that had been played at her party. With 
whom had she danced that? She scarcely re- heart ill 
membered. until she heard him singing in the himself 
midst of the music— Jose Espaillat. He was departt 
singing *our song" and his voice was good. 

It HUM to an end and began again, 
another lilting piece, and it was the second 
piece of her dehut. Her s«cond partner, 
who could not sing very well, stood bare- 
headed in the moonlight, just in case she 
should look out in secret and see him there. 

Wonder of wonders, the musicians played 
every piece they hail played for her dehut. 
and every young man with whom she had 

GIRLS IN THE OLYMPICS 
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departed softly, first kissing her 
on the forehead, rheeks, and chin, ihe 
mother's kiss-hlessing. 

Now indeed, Rhina Maria was a woman. 
She was very happy as she dropped off to 
sleep. Whatever came after, during the in- 
evitable seclusion before she should he mar- 
ried, and the just as strict seclusion jfterward. 
her dehut had been a success of such mag- 
nitude that it would never he forgotten in 
Puerta Plata, indeed in all Santo Domingo. 



stadium on July 29 i 



Olympic 

fire with il— a fire that will burn steadily 
unit] ihe great event is over on August 13, 

No such dramatic episode marks the open- 
ing of the Olympic Winter Games — there 
may be a hig snow slorm, instead— hul ihe 
president of Switzerland will lie there to 
open ihe event officially, the hagds will he 
playing, and the contestants of 19 nations 
in their Olympic uniforms will be march- 
ing on parade before cheering crowds. High 
over all will fly the Olympic flag with its 
five entwined circles— representing the five 
continents united in friendship and undcr- 
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hockey merits, loo, 
The figure skatini 
Eileen Seigh, 18, 
Gretchen Merrill, 



t for ihe i 



.ill 



of Brooklyn, 
2, of Berkeley, Calif.; 
nan, 17, of New York. 
N. >Y.: and Kerol Kennedy, 15. of Seattle. 
Wash. Eileen Seigh and Gretchen Merrill 
both perform alone; Yvonne Claire Sherman 
is both a -ingles and a pairs skater, skating 
with her partner. Roller! Swenning; and 
Karol Kennedy has as her parlner her 
brother. Peter. 

Youngest of ihe eight women skiers are 
Andrea Mead. 15, of Rutland. Vt, who won 
the women's national slalom championship 
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last winler, beside- qualifying for ihe 
Olympics: Brynhild Crasmoen. IS, of Mer- 
ced, Calif.; Ruth-Marie Stewart, of Han- 
over, N. H„ who qualified for (he Olympics 
al nineteen, but has had a birthday since; 
and Anne Jeaneite Winn, of Gannett, Idaho, 
who will celebrate her twentieth birthday 
in Switzerland in February. 

Trying Out for the Olympics 

How were I hey chosen to represent the 
United Stales in t lie? Olympics? Most of ihem 
have won a lew championships on the way 
up. Brynhild Grnsmoen. for instance, was ' 
urged by her friends to try out for the 
Olympic Ski Team. Thai meant a lot of 
training, for although Brynhild started ski- 
ing in 1939 in the Ynsemtle Valley and has 
won a number of cups and other honors for 
her raring, she didn't think she was ready 
fnr the Olympics just yet. Skiing nl Sun 
Valley, Idaho, was a part of Bryoliild's in- 
tensive training, as it was Andrea Mead's. 
Both girls worked their way up. competing 
with amateurs and pros, placing higher and 
higher in a succession nl races, and last 
winter in the Olympic tryouls ihey won 
places on the Olympic Ski Team. 

The story's very much the same for the 
other members of ihe learn. Anne Jeaneite 
Winn's home is only 2fi miles from Sun Val- 
ley and near other skiing resorts in Utah, 
so she was able to ski to her bean's content 
and keep her eye on the champions until she 



'became one of than. Hulh-Mui'ie Stewart 
was sludying physical education in Boston 
when ihe urge to get in some really wonder- 
ful skiing >«ni ber out West. In two weeks 
in Colorado she crowded in more skiing 
than she'd done in the past two years, and 
after a series of wins in the Nationals, she 
qualified for the Olympic Iryouts. 

And don't think lbs skaters haven't 
worked hard lo get where they are — [hough 
wiili the war canceling out the 1940 and 
1944 Olympics, they weren't too sure there 
would he any 1948 Olympics to skate in 
until lust winter, when it was announced 
that the iryouts were coming up sonn and 
that anyone who warned to compete should 
notify the Committee. Kami Kennedy and 
her brother Peler — she always skates with 
Peler, has no ambition to be a singles 
-killer practice every morning from si* !o 
nine. Yvonne Claire Sherman has been 
gelling up at live every morning to practice 
figures on fresh ice before going to school. 
These girts have won a number of champion- 
ships, as have Eileen Seigh, outstanding 

'figure skater whn has been performing in 
Norway and Sweden with the Olympics as 
her goal, and Cretchen Merrill. U. S. Senior 
Ladies' Champion since 1943. The country's 
skating experts had ihem marked lo win 
even lirfnrr the tryouls were held. 

Next Stop — St. Mortal 

. After meeting in New York, ready for the 
trip, the girls will travel us teams, with their 
coaches and others of (lie Olympic Games 
Committee lo look after their welfare. While 
ihis year they are permilled lo go by air, 
most of them will travel by boat. Tffey'11 lie 
in training on the wuy over, and they'll stick 
to training rules after they're housed in one 
of the St. Mcriti hotels. Early tn bed, and 
□ul at dawn lo get in some vigorous prac- 
tice on the Swiss trails and rinks before the 

Traveling expenses and uniforms are fur- 
nished Olympic contestants. This year the 
girls' wardrobes will feature gray and black. 
The gruy coats they'll wear On parade have 
the new swing barks. The gray suits are 
neatly tailored. Black sweaters, gray ski 
suits with helmets are ■ pari of the ward- 
robe, and for the dinners and banquets, 
there are ankle-length skirts of black, with 
while blouses. 

But it's not the fine tigure they'll cut in 
iheir smart outfits lhat will be on the girls' 
minds when they arrive in Switzerland a 
few days before the Winter Games open. 
They've been chosen lo represent the United 
States in ihe Olympics, And every one of 
them bus a double responsibility. How ahe 
performs and how she takes either defeat 
or triumph is going lo count in maintaining 
the high standards of amateur sport here 
and abroad. She's also a kind of good will 
ambassador for her country, and what she 
does is important in building friendship be- 
tween ihe United Stales and other nations. 

In ease the girls haven't thought of lhat 
ihemselves — and probably most of them 
have— they'll be reminded of it by their 
coaches liefore ihey moke ihe trip. 

Win or lose. Olympic contestants have a 
bright future. For some there will lie in- 
vitaitons to other countries to compete, and 
though there will lie a few, perhaps, who 
will stay abroad lo a<repl those invitations, 
most of ihe team members will be coming 
back together to lake ibeir places on the 
roll of fame in athletics. 
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RISE AND SHINE 

(Continued jtpm page 33) 




, she thought yitfd light long enough to tastf 

! How docs this sound? A glass of chilly, 
| tart pineapple juice, a gold V white egg 
| poached just right, then plopped onto crisp 
I buttered toast, another slice of toast with 

jam and a tall tumbler of milk. Not had. 

huh? 

Or this. Half a grapefruit, a bowl of 
ready-rooked cereal with cream, a fruit- 
topped sweet roll and a steamy cup of cocoa, 
i In fact, some people solemnly swear that 
I breakfast is their favorite meal. They're 
I hungriest then, that 'twelve- thirteen hour 
eating lapse, you know. And the inner-girl 
la mighty pleased with having something to 
go on through the heavy morning program. 

But you've simply got to have time to eat 
breakfast. A dandy beginning to a day. 
[ worth at lenst (en minutes of serious atlen- 

Here's a trick that may help you over the 
first bridge between a mad first hour and the 
-mnnili. breakliisly, all-awake kind of morn- 
ing. 

Arrange to have your breakfast ready half- 
way between the time you get up and the 
time you leave. It's a psychological prod 
with a double prong. 
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First. you'll find you like breakfast because 
you'll lie enjoying it without a last minute 
lime-squeeze. Second, you know ibal food* 
wonderful-food will he ready pronto, which 
gives you a shove during those first minutes 
when your subconscious mind is saying, "Aw, 
you've got plenty of lime." 

After a week of breakfast in the middle, 
you can shift it haek to the last thing. By 
then you'll lie puffed up alwiil the new look 
of bfe in the morning. 

You're up. You're dressed H hough in all 
honesty you may not I* quite awake yell. 
And you're wrapping yourself around some 
breakfast. After that you'll really be awake, 
because nothing in the world ran make you 
wake up as fast and as pleasanlly as the 
sniff of food, its tustc, and its effect on your 



the 



n bounce into that eight o'clock English 
ass complete with (heme, matching sot. 
id eyelids that stay up all by themselves. 
And it's all done with the same fifteen 
iinut.es you were awake anyhow! 
P.S. Whisper: Could it be that breakfast 
„,l „ -,,l.„ iu» r m-up to the day might net 
:wo higher grades, come the 
■ml of the term? Could be! 



you 



EAT A BETTER BREAKFAST 

(ConriniiCfi jrum page 22) 
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tomato and vegetable juices, pineapple and 
pineapple juice. They show up in fresh, 
canned and frozen fruits, berries, apples, 
bananas and other seasonal fresh fruits. 

Cereals are readily available in almost 
endless variety, ready to indulge any family 
whim. Some like them hot. Some like iherrr 
cold. Hot or cold, almost any cereal can be 
served with a variety of colorful fruits: 
bananas, stewed prunes, apricots, peaches or 

Further cereal variety may be found in 
sweetening with a mixture of cinnamon and 
brown sugar, with maple sugar, cane and 
maple syrup or iron-rich molasses. 

Breakfast breads. From local hake- 
shop and grocery come breakfast breads 
galore: English muffins and all of the loaf 
breads for toasting, corn and bran muffins, 
coffee cakes. From the grocery store nome 
quick muffin mixes, quick biscuits, quick 
pancake and waffle mixes. 

A Little Planning 
Goes a Long Way 

Breakfast should have some planning to 
insure well-balanced menus and to prevent 
monotony as well as to tempt appetites. Here 
jut things to think about: 
Flavor. Serve some acid foods, some sweet 
foods, some bland foods. 
Color. Use color effectively in foods 'as 
well as in table accessories. Sparkle' in added 
to breakfast when any of the above-men- 
tioned fruits are added to the cereal bowl. 
Texture. Some foods should be crisp, some 
chewy, some soft, some liquid. 

French Toast Easy to Make 

Your family will "eat hearty" and get 
plenty of good proteins which are the body's 
"building blocks" if you fix French Tout 
onee in a while. French Toast is usually 
made from white bread, which is now en 
riched with important vitamins anil minerals. 



Beat 2 eggs slightly, add 1 cup of milk 
and % teaspoon salt. Dip bread slices in 
this mixture and fry to n golden brown in 
hot fat. Serve wilh honey, maple or corn 
syrup, molasses, sorghum, preserves or tart 

jelly. 

Here are some menus: 

Tomato Juire or Vegetable Jnice 
Ready- to-Serve Cereal Slieed Bananas 

Toasted English Muffins Butler or Margarine 
Milk or Cocoa Coffee for Adults 

Grapefruit Half or Juice 
Mixed Cereal Bowl Milk 
Healed Coffee Cake Bulter or Margarine 
Milk or Cocoa * ' Coffee for Adults 



Any Hot Cereal Honey Milk 

. Soft Cooked Eggs 
Cinnamon Toast Butter or Margarine 

Milk or Cocoa Coffee for Adults 1 

Orange Sections or Slices 
Scrambled Eggs 
Fried Cornmeal Slices Molasses 
Butter or Margarine 
Milk or Cocoa Coffee for Adults 

Baked Fresh Pears 
French Toast Jelly Butter or Margarine 
Crisp Bacon 
Milk or Cocoa Coffee for Adults 



CHART OF 100 TEMPTING 
FOODS FOR GOOD BREAKFASTS 

This chart together wilh many interesting 
breakfast suggestions will be sent you in 
exchange for your name and address in- 
gclher with a 3-cent stamp sent to Junior 
Housekeeping 201, CALLING ALL 
GIRLS, 2fs0 Fourth Avenue, New York 
10. New York. 
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June Ross — Model Teen 



"Call Conover and get 
Juno Rosh," is what prac- 
tically every photograph- 
er in New York is saying _ 
these days when con- 
fronted with an assign- 
ment that calls for a per- 
fect Teen type. And, yet, 
two years ago these pho- 
tographers hadn't heard / 
of June, who was then J 
only 14 and a student at 
Gorton High School in 
Yonkers. She can attrib- 
ute her meteoric rise to 
the top of the modeling 
ranks to u perfect Teen figure (five feet three inches 
tall, 100 pounds light) ; a wide smile thai not only 
shows lovely teeth, but genuine high spirits and a 
sweet disposition: natural grace that takes the "posi- 
ne*s'' out of her posing — and a flower- fresh radiance 
that is the reward for perfeel grooming. 
On our New 1 ear's Etc cover June wears a sequin 
studded rayon taffeta formal by Cortne, about $20. 
Gold mesh gloves by Arb; pearls by Richelieu. 
Her lipMirk U Neu Fuchsia by Helen Neushafer. Our 
New Year's Eve dress at Stewart's, Baltimore; Crow- 
ley, Milncr & Co., Detroit; Powers, Minneapolis; 
Gtmbeb. New York and Philadelphia; file Emporium, 
St. Paul; The Hecht Co., Washington; and many 
stores on this page. Kodaehromc by William Ward, 
arss which tponsor (he official CALLING ALL GIRLS Club of fh« 
for nam* ol star* to Posh (on Dopartnwir. CALLING ALL GIRLS. SI 
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HOLD THAT LINE 




continually parrot, "What did you say?" 

Anne should quickly learn the lesson that 
if a person is worth sneaking to. he is worth 
speaking to plainly, Woolgathering, or any 
sort of inattentive ness while supposedly en 
(raped in a conversation, is strictly rude. 

And then there is the girl who has a 
speaking habit we think would really shock 
her if she ever listened to herself. Mary T. 
go[ into her had habit because of a oonple 
of younger brothers. Mary's brothers heckle 
her. so she took to sarcasm and sneering in 
revenge. The ease has progressed to the point 
where she finds herself slip. " 
in front of other people, even though she 
for 

humor. Mary should try a little laughter to 
break this hnbit. She'd get e lot farther. 

Look at Alice R. Alice doesn't have too 
much to say — that is. she's not a chatterbox 
—but she looks interested when she's talkjng 
and when she's spoken to: she speaks clearly; 
she doesn't have a line; she's just responsive. 
And she doesn't have strange t 
while she talks nor does she run any particu- 
lar word into the ground. Also, she's kind. 
She wouldn't want to hurt people by taking 
a gibe at them. 

i All her speaking habits are good. Alice 
makes a perfect talking picture, nne anyone 
would like to make a hahit of listening la. 



